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Iraiy Castle," the residence ( 
Hall Stevenson, Esq., Skelton 
Castle in Cleveland, Yorkshire, 

REPRODUCEO FROM Th 



INTRODUCTION. 



IT did not appear to be necessary, in the present 
edition of Sterne's novels, to include, or endeavour 
to include — for aorae of them are stiil copyright, 
and BOine unprinted — the whole of his miscelliineous 
works. The majority of the Bermons are of extremely 
little interest. Of all the earlier ones, that given in 
Trhirata Shandy Itself is a fully auificicnt example ; and 
of the more deliberately Shandean discourGes, printed in 
1 766 and later, those which have heen selected here will, 
I think, satisfy the curiosity of most people. For the 
method, though obvious enough, and not particularly 
edifying, is also not extremely amusing in large doses. 

The autobiographic fragment claimed a place of in- 
disputable right ; and the " Hiatoiy of a Good Warm 
Watch Coat," though not very much older than 
Tristram Shandy itself, // older; and in other points 
besides the selection of the name "Trim" is most 
interesting as a forerunner. Its usual companion in 
the last-century edirions, the Rabelaisian scrap about 
Homenas, did not appear to me to possess suHtcient 
interest to reappear. Respecting the letters themselves, 
I deliberated and pondered almost as much as Sir 
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Thomas Bertram himself (or Mr and Mrs Sterne, when 
they talked over tlieir friends, Mr Blake and Misa Ash) 
could have thought proper, before finally determining 
what to do with them. I decided at last to give ail 
those included in the standard ten-volume edition of the 
Worii, except the last four, which are, in that edition, 
admitted to be of dubious genuineness. I may add, 
that the first three of these, while they are utterly un- 
interesting, appear to me to be almost certain pailhhti 
by an imitator, and not a very clever imitator, of Sterne's 
style. The " Impromptu" which, though not a letter 
at all, figures last in the Letters as usually printed, is a 
coq-a-Pane, which Sterne might have written when he 
was, as its unknown godfather says, " soused," though 
we do not know tliat to be in this condition was a 
frequent vice of his. The conclusion, however, in 
which, on the evident pattern of the conclusions of 
the two novels, a coarse line of Rochester's is dragged 
in to achieve a double meaning, is extremely suspicious. 
In these moods of his, Steine usually went to originals 
less generally known than Rochester. 

The exclusion of these apocrypha has the additional 
advantage, that the collection now concludes, aa it 
should, with the famous deathbed letter, of which even 
Thackeray acknowledged the force and pathos ; while 
it enables me to say that nothing not certainly Sterne's 
is included here except those letters to him, which 
complete his correspondence. Nor have I thought it 
necessary to exclude the " very sad dog-Latin " epistle, 
which, by the way, I am as nearly certain as if I had 
seen it written, is years older than the date usually 
aasigned to it. Mr Traill (who does not pronounce on 



INTRODUCTION. XUl 

the date of the letter) is of course absolutely correct 
in pointing out that Mr Fitzgerald has mistaken tlie 
application of the quadraginta annai ct plus, of the con- 
pleted Bclavum lutlrum, in giving it to Sterne instead 
of Stevenson. But in 1767, the usually given date, 
Stevenson was cloae upon fifty (he was born in 171S), 
and the words would have been totally inapplicable to 
him. On the other hand, taking them literally would 
put tl:e letter ahout 1758 or 1759, when the great 
fermentation which produced Tristram and changed 
Sterne's whole life took place, when the Fourmentelie 
flame was juat a-kindiing, and when other things (which 
would be absurd io 1 767) Buit well enough. Couched 
as it is in the bleaaed obscurity of a learned language, 
it cannot he intelligible except to those who are already 
initiated in that Romana simpUdlas of speech to which 
we give a grosser name than simplicity, and of which 
tliey have " seen many others " in Latin literature itself. 

The only other known documents attributed to 
Sterne, and not certainly falsehoods or forgeries, are 
Che curious fragment which ray friend M. Stapfer 
published, but which nothing but tradition attributes to 
our author, and which I do not myself believe to be 
his, and the various letters which have been published 
at different times, or which are still io MS. 

A complete collection of all Sterne's letters, published 
and unpublished, would be by no means uninteresting ; 
but it would be quite alien fi'om the plan of this edition, 
inasmuch as it would require not only the good-will 
of the owners of copyrights or of originals, but also 
an elaborate apparatus crUicus in the arrangement and 
1 of the correspondence. I had, however, 
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for a time debated with mystif whether it might be 
desirable to add a few from different eources ; but I 
finally decided that to travel out of the limits of the 
standard edition, without giving a complete new one, 

that the intrinsic interest of the letters printed to this 
century is by no means great. One from Sterne to 
Waiburton, printed some thirty years ago, and forming 
part of the correspondence already published, and re- 
printed here, is chiefly noticeable because of the half 
apologetic, half defiant tone of it (" I will, however, 
do my best ; but kugh, my lord, I will, and as loud as 
I can too"), and for the audacious assertion, either 
equivocal or unintelligible, that the writer had " for 
nineteen years totally interrupted all correspondence 
with " Hall Stevenson, and had foi'gottea his hand. 

The extra letters to this same Hall Stevenson, of 
which there are one or two, arc no gain in any way. 
There remain the Fourmentelle and Blake correspon- 
dences, the former published many years ago by Mr 
John Murray for the Philobihion Society, the latter 
printed for the first time by Mr Fitzgerald, who also 
gave some to the Archbishop of York, and refers to 
others. Messrs Murray have already allowed the 
first to be more than once reprinted ; and I do not 
doubt that Mr Fitzgerald, whose literary courtesy is 
well known, would have allowed me to reprint the 
second. But neither seemed to me to be necessary. 
The Fourmentelle correspondence is no doubt genuine, 
though the story furnished with it to Mr Murray 
by Mrs Weston, the lady who sold him the letters, 
and represented herself as a d-iend of Misg Fourmen- 



gc^tnol deoik, Aoagk Aey nMCDMea CBiAm od 
Kii«»afaMaHnM,HlHli^K«L Nor cb 
tee u^thiag go very cvioai ■ tkc letter wdnni 
Stetne, hat apfanvljr i— — 4-1 far fan "dor, d 
Khtf " to copj, and ' -"— ™"*t TridnM M — ijf^ \ 
to some thud penon. Scene wa* Mt a taia 
Quixodc delicacj, and the tcppoted wmer of tbe letUf 
is made ijuice hcmealy to adndt that the author is a 
great friend of hers, and that ibe is 11711% to do him 
a sen-ice. As for the Blake seiies, it is addressed 
to one of Sterne's colleagues in die Chapter at York, 
who apparently had a diliicuk eourec of true love with 



3 Mias Ash, and for whom Sterne and Mrs Sterne did 
friendly officca. Tliey exhibit the writer In a pleasant, 
amiable, unaffected mood j they give some gossipping 
particulars, and they show that Mr and Mrs Sterne 
could play up to each other in ordinary social life 
quite properly. But they cannot be said to be of great 
importance, or even of much interest. 

Thus the probable reader will have in these two 
volumes all Sterne's work, outside the two novels which 
he has already had, th.it is really worth his attendon. 
The Sterne shown iiere, whether in sermon, in frag- 
ment, or in episile, will be little different from the 
Sterne in the two novels, for we have had few men of 
letters who were more of a piece than this singular 
parson. On the letlersj it is hardly necessary to add 
anything to what has been said here and in the general 
introduction. Something must, but perhapa not much 
need, be said in the way of purely literary criticism 
of the contents of this volume. The matter of the 
Letiert ia avowedly more interesting than the manner. 
In the Sermons, the case is reversed. It has been sup- 
posed that in the less questionable characteristics of his 
epistolary style to women Sterne was imitating Swift, 
but I do not think this a necessary supposition. There 
is a certain manner which ia common to almost all 
men of letters and brains when they address the other 
sex, a manner which, with individual alterations, ia 
observable in the moat different cases — in Swift and 
Scott] in Sterne and Sydney Smith, It ia not exactly 

rpojieiTO yap KvBljpijr 
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aa the poet has it. Bui "the beast" endeavours to subdue 
hiB worldly wit, and make it pleasant by jesting, to pay 
his court gallantly, and at the tiame time oot servilely. 
Sterne is not the best example of this commerce badinant, 
as the Frenchman of hia own time would have called 
it, but he is not the worst. In his general letters 
effect ie evidently not aimed at, and it may be noted 
that in them his spelling is queer beyond the wont of 
men of his day. 

The Sermons, on the other hand, especially the first 
inBtalment (which extends to Sermon XIV.), are the 
most carefully written things of his that we have in 
form, and show that slipshod writing was by no means 
necessary to him. Unti! he came deliberately to wear 
his cap and bells in the pulpit — the famous " That I 
deny," in the second Sermon, is a doubtful exception 
— there is not so very much difference, though un- 
doubtedly there is some, between him and the usual 
divines of his own day and the day before, since 
Tillotson, a century earlier, had set the fashion oi 
elegant and unscholastic writing. Nor do I think it 
in the very least necessary to suppose any conscious 
hypocrisy in Sterne even after he began, as in the 
later examples given here, to try experiments, to see 
how fer Tristram in bands and gown could borrow the 
merits of Tristram in coat and iolUa\re. He codd 
never here, any more than elsewhere, have arrived at 
the heights and depths of thought, religious o 
and a curious example of it is the exceedingly ci 
place turn which, after a not unpromising beginning, 
he g!ve> to so great a text as that about Time and 
Chance. But though he could no more have preached 
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Catholic doctrine than he could have felt Evangelical 
fervour, he maintains both a fair etandard of orthodoxy 
and a fair standard of morality even at his raciest, 
while, as already stated, he paid the pulpit the compli- 
ment of attending far more carefully to the minutisc of 
composition than he ever did out ol that rostrum. 

His critics have not, I iliinl:, always kept in sight 
quite clearly enough the fact that in the known, or 
presumed, cootenta of the library of " Crazy CastJe" 
Sterne must have found examples of this aa well as of 
the other style of composition to which he addicted 
himself. He had found the hyfalrati: of the French 
fifteenth and aiKteenth centuries popular, and he seems 
to have thought that the clerical _/a/raj'« might likewise 
" draw." He could not indeed follow Maillard, 
Menot, Raulin, and their fellows quite as easily as he 
had followed Rahelais and Ecroalde ; but he did his 
best. And in this particular respect I please myself with 
thinking that he did much better than he would have 
done in our day, though in our day perhaps he would 
have found his vein even more profitable and popular. 
We hold our fans up at the eighteenth century for its 
want of propriety, but at least it did not often favour 
a greatly excessive sentimentality in the pulpit, which we 
can hardly say of ourselves. It left Sterne a prebend- 
ary } and it hanged Dodd. At the present day, Sterne 
no doubt would have had to make fewer jokes. But by 
burdening his energies with some slight deflection towards 
the glorification of the working man, by crying up the 
"living wage" fhow beautifully he would have done 
it), and by making the simple exchange [ji feu que 
rien) of " purity " for " impurity " aa a favourite 
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subject, I think he would have had not the slightest 
difficulty in arriving at canonries and archdeaconries, nor 
much in achieving deaneries or even bishoprics. I like 
him better as a mere prebendary, and as a little more than 
a mere novelist. 

And in these capacities we may like him very much. 
He was not exactly a good man, though there have 
been many worse; and he was not exactly a great 
man, though there have been very few who so narrowly 
missed greatness. But he was, which many good and 
some great men have not been, a " rare man " — a man 
of altogether peculiar idiosyncrasy and distinction. He 
has been accused of histrionics; and it is true that 
there are very few, if any, writers of his merit who so 
constantly suggest the mask and the sock, the part 
and the cue. But if he was an actor rather than a 
creator, then we can give him the quality of greatness 
freely, for so great an actor is nowhere to be found in 
literature. 
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LIFE AND FAMILY 



REV. MR LAURENCE STERNE. 

WRITTEN BY HIMSELF. 
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OGER STERNE,* {grandson to Archbishop 
Sterna) Lieutenant in Haodaside's regiment, 
was married to Agnea Hebert, widow of a. 
captain of a good family : her family name waa (I 

believe) Nuttle though, upon recollection, that was 

the name of her father-in -law, who was a noted sutler 
in Flandera, in Queen Ann's wars, where my fether 
married, his wife's daughter {N.B. he waa in debt to 
him) which was in September 25, 1711, Old Style. — 
This Nuttle had a aoa by my grandmother — a fine 
person of a man, but a graceless whelp^what became 
of him I know not. — The family {if any left), live 
■\ in the south of Ireland, at which town 



I was born November 24th, 1713,3 few days after my 
mother arrived from Dunkirk. — My birth-day was 
ominous to my poor father, who was, the day after our 
arrival, with many other brave officers broke, and sent 
adrift into the wide world with a wife and two children 
— the elder of which was Mary i she was born at Lisle 
in French Flanders, July the tenth, one thousand 
seven hundred and twelve, New-Style. — Thia child 
was most unfortunate — she married one Weemans in 
Dublin — who used her most unmercifully — spent hia 
substance, became a bankrupt, and left my poor sister 
to shift for hersetf,— which she was able to do but for 
a few months, for she went to a friend's house in the 
country, and died of a broken heart. She was a most 
beautifiil woman — of a fine figure, and deserved a better 

Genealogy is citracled Irom Thoreaby's Ducalus Leodinensis, 
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Trifling eircumslances are worthy 
with dislinguished characters. The arms of Mr Sterne's family 
are no otherwise important than on aceoiint of Ihe crest having 
aJIorded a hint for one of the finest stories in Tie SattimaUal 
Jtnime/. See voi. iv. of ttie present edition, p. Si. 



OF THE REV, MR STERNE. 3 

fate. The regimeot, in which my father served, 

being broke, he left Ireland as soon as I was able to be 
carried, with the rest of his family, and came to the 
family scat at EJvington, near York, where his mother 
lived. She was daughter to Sir Roger Jaq^ues, and 
an heiress. There we sojourned for about ten months, 
when the regiment was established, and our household 
decamped with bag and baggage for Dublin — within a 
month of our arrival, my father left us, being ordered 
m Exeter, where, in a sad winter, my mother and her 
two children followed him, travelling from Liverpool 
by land to Plymouth. (MeSancholy description of 
this journey not necessary to be transmitted here.) In 
twelve months we were all sent back to Dublin. — My 
mother, with three of us, (for she laid in at Plymouth 
of a boy, Joram), took ship at Bristol, for Ireland, and 
had a narrow escape from being cast away by a leak 
springing up in the vessel. — At length, after many 
perils, and struggles, we got to Dublin. — There my 
father took a large house, furnished it, and in a year 

and a half's time spent a great deal of money. 

In the year one thousand seven hundred and nine- 
teen, all unhinged again ; the regiment was ordered, 
with many others, to the Isle of Wight, in order to 
embark for Spain in the Vigo expedition. We ac- 
companied the regiment, and were driven into Milford 
Haven, but landed at Bristol, from thence by land to 
Plymouth again, and to the Isle of Wight — where 
I remember we stayed encamped some time before 
the embarkation of the troops— (in this expedition 
from Bristol to Hampshire we lost poor Joram — 
a pretty boy, four years old, of the small-pox), my 
mother, sister, and myself, remained at the Isle of 
Wight during the Vigo expedition, and until the 
regiment had got back to Wicklow in Ireland, from 
whence my father sent for us. — We had poor Joram's 
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loss supplied during our stay in the Isle of Wigh^'^y 
the birth of a girl, Anne, born September the twenty- 
third, one thousand seven hundred and nineteen. — This 
pretty blossom fell at tbe age of three years, in the 
barracks of Dublin — she was, as I well remember, of 
a fine delicate frame, not made to last long, as were 
most of my father's babes.— We embarked for Dublin, 
and had all been cast away by a most violent storm ; 
but through the intercessions of my mother, the captain 
was prevailed upon to turn back into Wales, where we 
stayed a month, and at length got into Dublin, and 
travelled by land to Wicklow, where my father had for 
some weeks given us over for lost. — We lived in the 
barracks at Wicklow, one year, (one thousand seven 
hundred and twenty) when Devijeher {so called after 
Colonel Devijeher), was born ; from thence we de- 
camped to stay half a year with Mr Fetherston, a 
clergyman, about seven miles from Wicklow, who 
being a relation of my mother's, invited us to hia 
parsonage at Animo. — It was in this parish, during our 
stay, that I had that wonderful escape in falling through 
a mill-race whilst the mill was going, and of being 
taken up unhurt— the story is incredible, but known 
for truth in all that part of Ireland — where hundreds 
of the common people flocked to see me. — From hence 
we followed the regiment to Dublin, where we lay in 
the barracks a year. — In this year, one thousand seven 
hundred and twenty-one, I learned to write. Sec. — The 
regiment ordered in twenty-two, to Carrickfergua in 
the north of Ireland ; we all decamped, but got no 
further than Drogheda, thence ordered to Mullengar, 
forty miles west, where by Providence we stumbled 
upon a kind relation, a collateral descendant from 
Archbishop Sterne, who took ua all to his casde, and 
kindly entertained us for a year — and sent us to the 
regimeotatCarrickTergus, loaded with kindnesses, &c. — 
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a most rueful and tedious joiiraey had we ail, in March, 
to Cartickfergus, where we ariived in six or aeveo days 
— little Devijeher here died, he was three years old — - 
He had been left behind at nurse at 3 farm-house near 
Wicklow, but was fetch'd to us by my father the 
summer after — another child sent to lii! his place, 
Susan ', this babe too left us behind in this weary 
journey — The autumn of that year, or the spring after- 
wards, (I forget which) my father got leave of his 
colonel to (is me at school — which he did near Halifax, 
with an able master ; with whom I stayed some time, 
'till by God's care of me my cousin Sterne, of 
Elvington, became a father to me, and sent me to the 
uniTersity, &c. &c. To pursue the thread of our story, 
my father's regiment was the year after ordered to 
Londonderry, where another sister was brought forth, 
Catherine, stil] living, but most unhappily estranged 
from me by my uncle's wickedness, and her own folly 
— from this station the regiment was sent to defend 
Gibraltar, at the siege, where my father was run through 
the body by Captain Phillips, in a duel, (the quarrel 
began about a goose) with much diificulty he survived 
— though with an impaired constitution, which was not 
able to withstand the hardships it was put to — for he 
was sent to Jamaica, where he soon fell by the country 
fever, which took away his senses first, aud made a 
child of him, and then, in a month or two, walking 
about continually without complaining, till the moment 
he sat down in an arm chair, and breathed his last — 
which was at Port Antonio, on the north of the island. 
— My father was a little araatt man — active to the last 
degree, in all exercises — most patient of fatigue and dis- 
appointments, of which it pleased God to give him fiill 
measure — he was in his temper somewhat rapid and hasty 
— but of a kindly, sweet disposition, void ol all design ; 
-" ' -n his own intentions, that he suspected 
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God that she recovered, and I married her in the year 
1741. My uncle* and myself were then upon very 
good terms, lor he soon got me the Prebendary of 
York — but he quarrelled with me afterwards, because 
I would not write paragraphs in the news-papers — 
though he was a party-man, I was not, and detested 
aueh dirty work : thinking it beneath me — from that 
period, he f became ray bitterest enemy. — By my wife's 
means I got the Hying of Stiilington — 3 friend of her'a 
in the south had promised her, that if she married a 
clergyman in Yorkshire, when the living became vacant, 
he would make her a compliment of it. I remaned 
near twenty years at Sutton, doing duty at both places 
— I had then very good health. — Books, painting,;); 
fiddling, and shooting were my amusements ; as to 
the Squire of the parish, I cannot say we were upon a 
very friendly footing — but at Stiilington, the family 

of the C 's shewed us every kindness — 'twas 

roost truly agreeable to be within a mile and a half of 
an amiable family, who were ever cordial friends — In 
the year 1760, 1 took a house at York for your mother 
and yourself, and went up to London to publish g my 
two first volumes of Shandy.|{ In that year Lord 

* Jaques Sterne, LL.D. 
Canon Resldcntiuy, Precenti 

of Rise, and Rector of HorrL__ 

Riding of Ihe county of York. He died June 9, i 

+ It baih however been inainuaied, liial he fo 
wrote a periodical clectionEEring paper b.i York, ii 
Ihe Whig ioteresL Monthly Review, vol. 53. p. 344. 

I A specimen of Mr Sterne's abilities in Ihe art of deagning, 
may be seen in Mr Wodhul's poems. 8vo, 1772, 

\ The first edition was printed in the preceding year at York. 

O The following is Ihe order in which Mr Sterne's publications 
appeared : 

1747. The Case of Elijah and the Widow of Zerephath con- 
sidered ; A charily-sermon preached on Good Friday, April 17. 
1747, for Ihe auppnrt of two charily-schools in York. 

175a The Abuses of Conscience: Set forth in a sennon 
preached in (he cathedral church of St Peter's, York, al the 
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Falconbiidge presented me with the curacy of Cox- 
wold — a sweet retirement in comparison of Sutton. 
Id eixty-two I went to France before the peace wan 
concluded, and you both followed me. — I left you 
both in France, and in two years after I went to Italy 
for the recovery of my health — and when I called 
upon you, I tried to engage your mother to return to 
England, with me — she * and yourself are at length 
come — and I have had the Inexpressible joy of seeing 
my girl every thing I wished her, 

I have let do-ain these parllculars relating to my family, 
aad self, for my Lydia, in cate hereafter she might have 
a curiosity, or a Under motive to know them. 



AS Mr Sterne, in the foregoing narrative, hath 
^ brought down theaccount of himself until within 
a few months of his death, it remans only to 
menttoQ that he left York about the end of the year 
1767, and came to London in order to publish The 
Senlimaiial Journey, which he had written during the 
preceding summer at his favourite living of Coxwold. 
His health had been for some time declining, but he 

Eummer assizes, before the Hon. Mr Baron Clive. aad the 
Hod. Mr Baron Smythe, on Sunday, July 29, 1750. 

1759. Vol. I and a, of Trisltam Shandy, 

1760. VoL I and a, ol Sermons. 

1761. VoL 3 and 4, of Tri5lram Shandy. 

1762. Vol. 3 add 6. of TristraiQ Shandy. 

1763. VoL 7 and B, of Trisirara Shandy. 

1766. VoL 3 and 4, of Sermons. 

1767. Vol. 9, of Tristram Shandy. 

1768. The Senliraental Journey. 

The remainder of his works were published after his, death. 

* From this passage il spears thai ihe present account of 
Mr Steme's Life aud Family was written about six months 
only before his death. 
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continued to visit his friends, and retained tiis usual 
flow of spirits. In February, 1 768, he began to per- 
ceive the approaches of death, and with the cooeem of 
a good man, and the solicitude of aa affectionate parent, 
devoted his attention to the fiiture welfare of his 
daughter. His letters at this period reflect so much 
credit on hia character, that it is to be Jamented some 
Others in the collection were permitted to see the lighc 
After a short struggle with his disorder, his debilitated 
and worn-out frame submitted to fate on the tSth day 
of March 1768, at his lodgbgs in Bond-streeL He 
was buried at the new burying- ground, belonging to 
the prish of St George, Hanover- a tjuare, on the 
Z2d of the same month, in the most private mantter ; 
and hath since been indebted to strangers for a. monu- 
ment very unworthy of his memory j on which the 
following lines are inscribed. 



" Near to this Place 

Lies the Body of 

The Reverend Laurence Sterne, A.M. 

Died September 13th, 1768,* 

Aged 53 Years. 
' jli ! molliler oisa quiescanl.' 

If a sound Head, warm Heart, and Breast humane. 
Unsullied Worth, and Soul without a stain ; 
If mental Powers could ever justly claim 
The well-won Tribute of immortal Fame, 
Sterne was the Man, who with gigantic Stride, 
Mowed down luxuriant Follies far and wide. 
Yet what, though keenest Knowledge of Manldnd 
UnaeaI'd to him the Springs that move the Mind; 

' It Is scarcely necessary to observe that this date is erro- 
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What did it cost him ? ridicul'd, abus'd, 
By Fools insulted, and by Prudes accused. 
In his, mild Reader, view thy future Fate, 
Like him despise, what 'twere a Sin to hate. 

This monumental stone was erected by two brother 
masons ; for although he did not live to be a member 
of their society, yet as his all incomparable performances 
evidently prove him to have acted by rule and square, 
they rejoice in this opportunity of perpetuating his high 
and irreproachable character to after ages. 

W. & S.'' 




LETTERS 

OF THB LATB 

LAURENCE STERNE 

TO 
HIS MOST INTIMATE FRIENDS. 




DAVID GARRICK, Esq. 



WHEN I was asked to whom I should dedicate 
these Voluraea, I carelessly answered. To no 
one — Why not ? (replied the person who 

iiut the question to me.) Because moat Dedications 
ook like begging a protection to the book. Perhaps 
a worse interpretatioB may be given to it. No, no ! 
already so much obliged, I cannot, will not, put another 
tax upon the generosity of any friend of Mr Sterne's, 
or mme, I went home to my lodgings, and gratitude 
warmed my heart to such a pitch, that I vowed they 
should be dedicated to the man my father so much 
admired — who, with an unprejudiced eye, read, and 
approved his works, and moreover loved the man — 
'Tis to Mr Garrick then, that I dedicate these Genuine 
Letters. 

Can I forget the sweet Epitaph • which proved Mi 

Some worthless, unmoum'd, titled fool to praise 
And shall we not by one poor grave-stone learn 
Where Genius. Wit, and Humour, sleep wiih Stemc f 
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Mr Sterne wa 
1713; and died. 


bora at Clonmel, in Ireland, No 
m London, Marcli iS 1768. 
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Garrick's friendship, and opinion of him ? 'Twas a 
tribute to friendship — and as a tribute of my gratitude I 
dedicate these Volumes to a man of understanding and 
feeling — Receive this, as it is meant — May you, dear 
Sir, approve of these Letters, as much as Mr Sterne 
admired you — ^but Mr Garrick, with all his urbanity, 
can never carry the point half so far, for Mr Sterne 
was an enthusiast, if it is possible to be one, in favour 
of Mr Garrick. 

This may appear a very simple Dedication, but Mr 
Garrick will judge by his own sensibility, that I can 
feel more than I can express, and I believe he will 
give me credit for all my grateful acknowledgments. 

I am, with every sentiment of gratitude and esteem, 

Dear Sir, 

Your obliged 

humble Servant, 

LYDIA STERNE DE MEDALLE. 

London, 

June, 1775. 




PREFACE. 



IN publishing these Letters the Editor doea but comply 
with her mother's jequeat, which was, that if any 
Letters were publiah'd under Mr Sterne's name, 
those she had in her possession (as well as those that her 
father's friends would be kind enough to send to her) 
should be likewise publish'd — She depends much on 
the candour of the Public for the favourable reception 

of them, their being genuine,* she thinks, and 

hopes, will render them not unacceptable — She has 
already esperienced much benevolence and generosity 
from her late father's friends — the remembrance ot 
which will ever warm her heart with gratitude ! 

■ Besides the Letters printed bj Mrs Medalle, those written 



by ^ 

present Edition. [Original Note 



I, are added 10 the 



Me STERNE, 

AUTHOR OF THE 

SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. 



WITH wit, and genuine humour, to dispel. 
From the desponding bosom, gloomy care, 
And bid the gushing tear, at the sad tale 
Of hapless love or filial grief to flow 
From the full sympathising heait, were thine ; 
These powers, O Sterne ! but now thy fate demands 
{No plumage nodding o'er the eniblazon'd hearse 
Proclaiming honour where no virtue ahonej 
But the sad tribute of a heart-felt sigh : 
What tho' no taper cast its deadly ray. 
Nor the full choir sing requiems o'er thy tomb, 
The humbler grief of friend«hip is not mute ; 
And poor Marii, with her faithful kid, 
Her auburn tresses carelessly entwin'd 
With olive foliage, at the close of day. 
Shall chant her plaintive vespers at thy grave. 
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Thy shade too, gentle Monk, 'mid awfiil night, 
Shall pour libations from its friendly eye ; 
For erst his sweet benerolence bestow'd 
Its generous pity, and bedew'd with tears 
The sod, which rested on thy aged breast. 




CHARACTER AND EULOGIUM 



STERNEAND HIS WRITINGS; 



FAMILIAR EPISTLE FROM A GENTLEMAN IN 
IRELAND TO HIS FRIEND. 

[WrittCD in the Year 1769.] 



WHAT trifle comes next J— Sprc the ceasure, 
niy friend. 
This letter's no more from beginning to end : 
Yet, when you consider (your laughter, pray, stifle) 
The advantage, the importance, the use of a trifle — 
When you think too beside — and there's nothing 

That pence compose millions, and moments the year, 
You surely will grant me, nor think chat I jest. 
That life's but a series of trifles at best. 
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How wildly digressive ! yet could I, O Sterne," 
Digresa with thy akill, with thy freedom reiuni ! 
The vain wish I repress — Poor Yorick ! no more 
Shall thy mirth and thy jest " set the table on a 

No more thy sad tale, with simplicity told, 
O'er each feeling breast its strong iuflueoce hold. 
From the wise and the brave call forth sympathy's sigh. 
Or swell with sweet anguish humanity's eye : 
Here and there in a page if a blemish appear, 

* The late reverend Laurenii Sltme, A.M., &c, author of 
that truly original, huniorous, heieroclile work, called, The 
LifE and Opimooa of Tristram Shandy, of A Senlimenlal Jour- 
ney througti France and Italy (which, alas ! he did not live 
to finish], and of some volumes of Sermons. Of his skill in 
delineating ajid supporting hia characters, those of the father 
of his hero, of his uncle Toby, and of corporal Trim (out of 
numberless others), afford ample proof: To his power in the 
pathetic, whoever shaE read the stories of Le Fain, Maria, 
Iht Monk, and tht Dead Au, must, if he has feelings, l>eai sufG- 
cient leslimony ; and his Sermons throughout (though some- 
times, perhaps, chargeable with a levilv not enurelj becoming 
the p)Jpit) hirealhe the kindest spirit of PhilanAntpy. of ^lod- 
inill toward! man. For the few exceptional parts of his works. 



iafadit 



suficr them, kind cr 




The above eulogium wiD, I doubt not, appear (o you (and 
perhaps also to many others) much too high for the literary 
character of Sterne; I liave not at present either leisure or 
incUnatioo to enter into argument upon the question; but, in 
truth, I consider myself as largely his debtor for the tears and 
tx he so irequently excited, and was desirous to leave 
(for so long at least as this trifle shall remain) some 
Lorialof my gratitude : I vrill even add, that, although 
regard the memory of Skake^an with a veneration little 
ion of idolatry, I esteem the Monk's horn-box a telick "as 
devoutly to be wished," as a pipe-stopper, a walking stick, or 
'"'°- ■"■ ■-'■-stand of the mutberry-Wa. 
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(And what page, or what life, from a blemish is 

clear ?) 
Trim and Toby with soft intercession attend ; 
Le Fevre intreats you to pardon his friend ; 
Maria too pleads for her fav'rite distressed, 
As you feel for her sorrows, O grant her request ! 
Should these advocates fail, I've another to call, 
One tear of his Monk shall obliterate all. 
Favoured pupil of Nature and Fancy, of yore. 
Whom from Humour's embrace sweet Philanthropy 

bore. 
While the Graces and Loves scatter flowers on thy 

urn. 
And Wit weeps the blossom too hastily torn ; 
This meed too, kind Spirit, unofFended receive 
From a youth next to Shakespeare's who honours 

thy grave ! 




LETTERS. 



tetter i,* 

To Mill L . 

YES! I will steal from the world, and not a 
babbling tongue shall tell where I am — Echo 
ahall not bo much as whisper my hiding-place 
-aufFer thy imagination to paint it as a little aun-gilt 
Jttaee, on the side of a romantic hit! — doat thou think 
I will lea¥e love and friendship behind me ? No ! they 
shall be my companions in solitude, for they will sit 
down and rise up with me in the amiable form of my 
—We will be as merry and aa innocent as our first 
parents in Paradise, before the arch fiend entered that 
indescribable scene. 

The kindest affections will have room to shoot and 
expand in our retirement, and produce such fruit as 
madness, and envy, and ambition have always killed in 
the bud. — Let the human tempest and hurricane rage 
1 distance, the desolation is beyond the horizon 
of peace. — My L. has seen a Polyaothua blow in 
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December — some friendly wall haa sheltered it from 
the biting wind. — No planetary influence shall reach 
uB, but that which preaidea and cherishes the Bweeteet 
fiowera. — God preserve us ! how delightful thia prospect 
in idea ! We will build, and we will plant, in our 
own way — simplicity shall cot be tortured by art — we 
will learn of nature how to live — she shall be our 
alchymist, to mingle all the good of life into one aalu- 
briouB draught. — The gloomy family of care and distrust 
shall be banished from our dwelling, guarded by thy 
kind and tutelar deity — we will sing our choral songs 
of gratitude, and rejoice to the end of our pilgrimage. 

Adieu, my L. Return to one who languishes for 
thy society. 

L. Sterns. 



tetter if. 

To the same, 

Yoo bid me tell you, my dear L., how I bore 

your departure for S , and whether the valley 

where D'Estella stands, retains atil] its looks — or, if 
I think the rosea or jessamines smell as sweet, as when 
you left it — Alas ! every thing has now lost its relish 
and look ! The hour you left U'Estella, I took to my 
bed. — r was worn out with levers of all kinds, but most 
■y that fever of the heart with which thou knowest well 
I have been wasting these two years — and shall continue 

waaiiog till you quit 5— — -, The good Miss S , 

from the forebodingsof the best of hearts, thinking I was 
ill, insisted upon my going to her. — What can be the 
;, ray dear L., that I never have been able to see the 
faceof this mutual friend, but Ifeelmyscif rent to pieces? 
She made me stay an hour with her, and in that short 



space I burst into tears a dozen different times — and in 
such atFecdonate gusts of passion, that she was constrained 
to leave the room, and sympathize in her dresaing-room 
— I have been weeping for you both, said she, in a 
tone of the sweetest pity — for poor L.'a heart, I have 
long known it — her anguish is as sliarp as yours— her 
heart as tender — lier constancy as great — her virtues as 
heroic — Heaven brought you not together to be tor- 
mented. I could only answer her with a kind look, 
and a heavy sigh^-and rctuined home to your lodgings 
{which I have hired till your return) to resign myaclf 
to misery — Fanny had prepared me a supper — she is 
all attention to me — but I sat over it with tears ; a 
bitter sauce, my L., but I could eat it with no other — 
for the moment she began to spread my little table, my 
heart fainted within me. — One solitary plate, one knife, 
one fork, one glass! — I gave a thousand pensive, 
penetrating looks at the chair thou hadst so often graced, 
in those quiet and sentimental repasts — then laid down 
my knife and fork, and took out my handkerchief, and 
clapped it across my face, and wept like a child. — I do 
so this very moment, my L. ; for, as I take up my pen, 
my poor pulse quickens, my pale face glows, and tears 
are trickling down upon the paper, as I trace the word 

L . O thou ! blessed in thyself, and in thy 

virtues — blessed to all that know thee — to me most ao, 
because more do I know of thee than all thy aex.^ — - 
This ia the philtre, my L,, by which thou hast 
charmed me, and by which thou wilt hold me thine, 
whilst virtue and faith hold this world together.— This, 
my friend, is the plain and simple magic, by which 

I toid Miss I have won a place in that heart of 

thine, on which I depend so satisfied, that time, or 
distance, or change of every thing which might alarm 
the hearts of little men, create no uneasy suspense in 
mine — Wast thou to stay in S these seven years. 



w 
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thy frirad, though he would gneve, scorns to doidit, 
or to be doubted — ^'tij the only exception where 
Kcurity is not the parent of danger. — I told you poor 
Fanny was all attention to me since your departure — 
contrives every day bringing in the name of L. She 
told me last night (upon giving me some hartshorn), 
she had observed my illness began the very day of your 

II departure for S ; that I bad never held up my 

fa^, had seldom, or scarce ever, smiled, had lied from 

I all society — that she verily believed I was broken- 

hearted, for she had never entered the room, or passed 
by the door, hut she heard me sigh heavily — that I 
neither cat, or slept, or took pleasure in any thing as 
before; — judge then, my L., can the valley look so 

^^ well — or the roses and jessamines smell so sweet as 

^^^_ heretofore ! Ah me ! — but adieu — the vesper bell calls 

^^^1 tne &om thee to my God ! 

^^^K L. Stebne. 

Be 



Letter Hi. 



Befokb now my L. has lodged an indictment against 
n the high court of Friendship — I plead guilty to 
the charge, and intirely submit to the mercy of that 
amiable tribunal. — Let this mitigate my punishment, if 
I. it will not expiate my transgression — do not say that 

I I shall oifend again in the same manner, though a too 

easy pardon eometimea occasions a repetition of the 
same fault — A Miser says, though I do no good with 
I my money to-day, to-morrow shall he marked with 

I some deed of beneficence. — The Libertine says, let me 

I enjoy this week in forbidden and luxurious pleasures, 

I and the next I will dedicate to serious thought and 
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reflection. — The Gamester says, let me have one more 
chance with the dice, and I will never touch them more. 
— The Knave of every profession wishes to obtain but 
independency, and he will becoroe an honest man. — The 
Female Coquette triumphs in tormenting her inamorato, 
for fear, after marriage, he should not pity her, 

The apparition of the fifth instant (for letters may 
almost be called so) proved more weicome as I did not 
expect it. Oh ! my L — - — , thou art kind indeed to 
make an apology for me, and thou never wilt assuredly 
repent of one act of kindness— for being thy debtor, I 
will pay thee with interest.— Why does my L. com- 
plain of the desertion of friends ? — Where does the 
human being live that will cot join in this complaint ,' 
— It ia a common observation, and perhaps too true, 
that married people seldom extend their regards beyond 
ihdr own fire-side. — There ia such a thing as parsimony 
in esteem, as well as money — yet as one costs nothing, 
it might be bestowed with more liberality. — We cannot 
gather grapes from thorns, so we must not expect kind 
attachments from persons who are wholly folded up 
in selfish schemes. I do not know whether I most 
despise, or pity such characters — nature never made 
an unkind creature — ill usage, and bad habits, have 
deformed a fair and lovely creation. 

My L. ! — thou art surrounded by all the melan- 
choly gloom of winter ; wert thou alone, the retire- 
ment would be agreeable. Disappointed ambition 

might envy such a retreat, and disappointed love would 
seek it out. — Crowded towns, and busy societies, may 
delight the unthinking and the gay — but solitude is 
the best nurse of wisdom. — Methinks I see my con- 
templative girl now in the garden, watching the gradual 
approaches of spring, — Dost not thou mark with de- 
hght the first vernal buds ! the snow-drop, and primrose, 
these early and welcome visitors, spring beneath thy 



fert. — Flora and Pomona already consider thee as their 
handmaid ; aod in a little time will load thee with 
their sweetest blessing. — The feathered race are all thy 
own, and with them, untaught harmony will soori begin 
to cheer thy morning and evening walks. — Sweet as 
this may be, return — retuin— the birds of Yorkshire 
will tune their pipes, and sing as melodiously as chose 
of Staffordshire. 

Adieu, my beloved L., thine too much for my peace, 
L. Sterne. 



To Ihi sam:. 

I HAVE offended her whom I so tenderly love! — 
what could tempt me to it ! but if a beggar was to 
knock at thy gate, would thou not open the door and 
be melted with compassion ? — I know thou wouldst, 
for Pity has erected a temple in thy bosom. — Sweetest, 
and best of all human passions ! let thy web of tender- 
nesB cover the pensive form of affliction, and soften the 
darkest shades of misery ! I have re-considered this 
apology, and, alas ! what will it accomplish \ Argu- 
ments, however finely spun, can never change the nature 
of things — very true — so a truce with them. 

I have lost a very valuable friend by a sad accident, 
and what is worse, he has left a widow and five young 
children to lament this sudden stroke. — If teat use- 
fulness and integrity of heart could have secured him 
from this, his friends would not now be mourning his 
untimely fate — These dark and seemingly cruel dispen- 
Mtions of Providence, often make the best of human 
hearts complain. — Who can paint the distress of an 
affectionate mother, made a widow in a moment, weep- 



bitterness over a numerous, helpless, and iather- 
less offspring !■ — God ! these are thy chastisements, and 
require (hard task ! ) a pious acquiescence. 

Forgive me this digression, and allow me to drop 
a. tear over a departed friend ; and, what is more 
excellent, an honest man. My L. ! thou wilt feel 

all that kindness can inspire in the death of The 

event was sudden, and thy gentle spirit would lie more 
alarmed on that account. — But, my L., thou hast less to 
lament, as old age was creeping on, and her period of 
doing good, and being useful, was nearly over. — At 
sixty years of age the tenement gets fast out of repair, 
and the lodger with anxiety thinks of a discharge. — In 
such a situation the poet might well say, 
"The soul uneasy, etc." 

My L. talks of leaving the country — may a kind 
angel guide thy steps hither ! — Solitude at length grows 
tiresome. — Thou sayest thou wilt quit the place with 
regret — I think so too. — Does not something uneasy 
mingle with the very reflection of leaving it ! — It is 
like parting with an old friend, whose temper and 
company one has long been acquainted with. — I think 
I see you looking twenty times a day at the house — 
almost counting every brick and pane of glass, and 
telling them at the same time with a sigh, you are 
going to leave them. — Oh happy modification of matter ! 
they will remain insensible of thy loss. — But how wilt 
thou be able to part with thy garden ? — The recollec- 
tion of so many pleasing walks must have endeared it 
to you. The trees, the shrubs, the flowers, which 
thou reared with thy own hands — will they not droop 
and fade away sooner upon thy departuie ? — Who will 
be the successor to nurse them in thy absence? — 
Thou 'wilt leave thy aame upon the myrtle-tree. — 
If trees, and shrubs, and flowers, could compose aa 
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cl^Syi ^ should expect a very plaintive one upon thii 
subject. 

Adieu, adieu ! Believe me ever, ever thiae, 

L. Sterne. 



To Mri F . 

York, Tuesday, Nov. ig, 1759. 
Dear Madam, 
Youa kind enquiries after my health, deserve my best 
thanks. — What can give one more pleasure than the 
good wishes of those we value ? — I am sorry you give 
so bad an account of your own health, but hope you 
will find benefit from tar-water — it has been of infinite 
service to me. — I suppose, my good lady, by what you 
say in your letter, "that I am busy writing an extra- 
ordinary book," that your intelligence comes from 
York — the fountain-head of all chit-chat news — and 
—no matter. — Now for your desire of knowing the 
reason of my turning author ? why truly I am tired of 
employing my brains for other people's advantage, — 
'Tis a foolish sacrifice I have made for some years to 
an ungratefiJ person, — I depend much upon the can- 
dour of the publick, but I shall not pick out a jury to 
try the merit of my book amongst •••*••■•! and— till 
you read my Tristram, do aotj like some people, con- 
demn it. — Laugh I am sure you will at some passages. 
— 1 have hired a small house in the Minster Yard for 
my wife and daughter — the latter is to begin dancing, 
&c., if I cannot leave her a fortune, 1 will at least give 

her an education. As I shall publish my works 

very soon, I shall be in town by March, and shall 
have the pleasure of meeting with you. All your 



friends are well, and ever hold you in the Game estima- 
tion tliat your Gincere friend does. 

Adieu, dear lady. Believe me, with every wish foi' 
your happiness, your most faithful, &c, 

Laurence Sterne. 



Tq Dr •••••«. 

T-, n Jan. ^o, 1760. 

Dear Sir, ' ' 

^— iJe Biortuls nil niii bonum, is a maxim which you 
have so often of late urged in conversation, and in your 
letters (but in your last especially), with such serious- 
ness, and severity against me, as the supposed trans- 
gressor of the rule ; — that you have made me at length 



—but that the humours 

ork too potently within 

) cool myself, before I 

'OU, " de mortttis nil 

isidered the wisdom 



9 yourself :- 
you have stirred up might not v 
me, I have waited four days ti 
would set pen to paper to answer 
nisi bonum." I declare I have c 

ately and charitably as a good Christian can, and, after 
all, I can Und nothing in it, or make more of it, than 
a nonsensical lullaby of some nurse, put into Latin by 
some pedant, 10 be charted by some hypocrite to the 
end of the world, for the consolation of departing 
lechers. — 'Tis, I own, Latin ; and I think that is 
all the weight it has — for, in plain English, 'tis a 
loose and futile position below a dispute — "yiiu are 
not to speak any thing of the dead, but ivhat is good." 
Why so ? — Who says so ? — neither reason nor scripture. 
— Inspired authors have done otherwise — and reason 
, that if the characters of 



past ages and men are to be drawn at all, they are to 
drawa like themaelves ; that is, with their exeeljenci 
and with their foibles— and it is as much a piece of 
justice to the world, and to virtue too, to do the one, 
as the other. — The ruling pasaion, et la egaremcns du 
caur, are the very things which mark and distinguish 3 
man's character ;— in which I would as soon leave out 
a man's head as his hobby-horse. — However, if like 
the poor devil of a painter, we must conform to this pious 
canon, at mortms, Sec, which I own has a spice of piety 
in the lound of it, and be obliged to paint both our 
angels and our devils out of the same pot — I then infer 
that our Sydenhams, and Sangrados, our Lucretias, and 
Messalinas, our Somraere, and our Bolingbrokea — are 
alike entitled to statues, and all the historians or satirists 
who have said otherwise since they departed this life, 

from Sallust to S e, are guilty of the crimes you 

charge me with, " cowardice and injustice." 

But why cowardice ? " because 'tis not courage to 
attack a dead man who can't defend himself." — But 
why do you doctors of the faculty attack such a one 
with your incision knife ? Oh ! for the good of the 
living. — 'Tis my plea. — But I have something more 
to say in my behalf — and it is this — I am not guilty 
of the charge — tho' defensible. I have not cut up 
Doctor Kunaatrokius at all — I have just acratch'd him 
— and that scarce akin deep. — I do him first all honour 
— speak of Kuoastrokius as a great man — (be he whom 
he will) and then most distantly hint at a drole foible 
in his character — and that not first reported (to the few 
who can even understand the hint) by me — but known 
before by every chamber-maid and footman within the 
bills of mortality— but Kunastrokius, you say, was a 
great man — ^'tis diat very circumstance which makes the 
pleasantry — for I could name at this instant a score of 
honest gentlemen who might have done the very thing 
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which Kunastrokius did, and seen no joke in it at all — 
as to the failing of Kunastrokius, which you say can 
only be imputed to his friends as a misfortune — I see 
aothing like a misfortune in it to aoy friend or relation 
of KunaBtrokiua — that Kunastrokius upon occasions 

should sit with ••• •••• and "*«•••* 1 have put 

these stars not to burl your •wariiip's delicacy — If 
Kunastrokius after all is too sacred a character to be 
even smiled at (which is all I have done), he has had 
better luck than his betters : In the same page (without 
imputation of cowardice) I have said as much of a man 
of twice his wisdom — and that is Solomon, of whom 
I have made the same remark, "That they were both 
great men — and like all mortal men had each their 
ruling passion." 

The consolation you give me, " That my book, 

however, will be read enough to answer my design of 
raising a tax upon the public " — is very unconsolatory — 

to say nothing how very mortifying ! by h n ! an 

author is worse treated than a common ••*•• at this 
rate — " Too •will gel a penny by your lins, and that's 
enough." — Upon this chapter let me comment. — That 
I proposed laying the world under contribution when I 
set pen to paper, — is what I own, and I suppose I may 
be allow'd to have that view in my head in common 
with every other writer, to make my labour of advantage 
to myself. 

Do you not do the same J but I beg I may add, 
that whatever views I had of that kind, I had other 
views — the first of which was, the hopes of doing the 
world good, by ridiculing what I thought deserving of 
it — or of disservice to sound learning, &c. — how I 
have succeeded, my book must shew — and this I leave 
entirely to the world — but not to that little world 
of your aequainmnce, whose opinion and sentiments 
you call the general opinion of the beat judges -withaul 




exctplion, who all affirm (you say) that my book cannot 
be put into the hands of any woman of character. {I 
hope you except widows, doctor — for they are not al! 
BO squeamish, but I am told they arc all really of my 
party, in return for some good offices done their interests 
in the 274th page of my first volume.) But for the 
chaste marriecl, and chaste unmarried part of the sex — 
they must not read my book ! Heaven forbid the 
stock of chastity should be lessened by the Life and 
Opinions of Tristram Shandy — yes, hia Opinions — it 
would certainly debauch 'em ! Goo take them under 
his protection in this liery trial, and send us plenty of 
Duennas to watch the workings of their humours, till 
they have safely got through the whole work. — If this 
will not be sufficient, may we have plenty of Sangrados 
to pour in plenty of cold water, till this terrible 
fermentation is over — as for the nummum in lotula, which 
you mention to rae a second time, I fear you think me 
very poor, or in debt— — I thank God, though I don't 
abound — that I have enough for a clean shirt every day 
— and a mutton chop — and my contentment, with this, 
has thus far (and I hope ever will) put me above 

stooping an inch for it, even for 's estate. — Curse 

on it, I like it not to that degree, nor envy {you may be 
lure) any man who kneels in the dirt for it — so that 
howsoever I may fall short of the ends proposed in 

commencing author 1 enter this protest, first that 

my end was honest, and secondly, that I wrote not to 
be fed, but to be famous. I am much obliged to 
Mr Garrick for his very favourable opinion — but why, 
dear Sir, had he done better in finding fault with it than 
in commending it ? to humble me ! an author is not so 
soon humbled as you imagine — no, but to make the 
book better by castrations — that is still sub judUe, 
I can assure you upon this chapter, that the ' 
passages and descriptions you propose that I should 4 
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sacrifice in my second edition, are what are best relished 
by men of wit, and some others whom I esteem as 
sound critics — so that, upon the whole, I am still kept 
up, if not above fear, at least above despair, and have 
seen enough to show me the folly of an attempt of 
castratingmy bookto the prudish humours of particulars. 
I believe the short cut would be to publish this letter 
at the beginning of the third volume, as an apology for 
the first and second. I was sorry to find a censure 
upon the insincerity of some of my friends — I have no 
reason myself to reproach any one man — my friends 
have continued in the same opinions of ray books which 
they first gave me of them — many indeed have thought 
better of 'em, by considering them more, few worse. 



la 



.Sir, 

Your humble Servant, 

Lauhence Sterne. 



To David Garrick, Esq. 

[About April, 1760.3 
-p. c Thursday, 1 1 o'clock — Night. 

'TwAS for all the world like a cut across my finger 
with a sharp pen-knife. I saw the blood — gave it a 
suck — wrapt it up^-and thought no moi'e about it. 

But there is more goes to the healing of a wound 
than this comes to: — a wound (unless it is a wound 
Dot worth talking of, but by the bye, mine is] must 
give you some pin after. — Nature will take her own 
way with it — it must ferment — it must digest. 

The story you told me of Tristram's pretended tutor, 



this morning — My letter by fight should have get oat 
with this senieDce, and thea the simile would not have 




kept you a moment in suspense. 

This vile story, I say — though I then saw both 
how, and where it wounded — I felt little from it at 
first — or, to speak more honestly (though it ruins my 
simile), I felt a great deal of pain from it, but affected 
an air usual on such accidents, of less feeling than I 
had. 

I have now got home to my lodgings, since the play 
(you astonished me in it), and have been unwrapping 
this self-same wound of mine, and shaking my head 
over it this half- hour. 

What the devil! — is there no one learned black- 
head throughout the many schools of misapplied science 
in the Christian World, to make a lulor of for my 
Tristram ? — Ex quo-oh ligno nonjit — Are we so run out 
of stock, that there is no one I umber- headed, muddle- 
headed, mortar-headed, pudding-headed ebap amongst 
our doctors !— Is there no one single wight of much 
reading and no learning, amongst the many children in 
my mother^! nursery, who bid high for this charge — 
but I must disable my judgment by chusing a War- 
burton \ Vengeance ! have I so little concern for the 
honour of my hero ! — Am I a wretch so void of sense, 
60 bereft of ieeling for the figure he is to make in story, 
that I should chuse a preceptor to rob him of all the 
immortality I intended him ? O ! dear Mr Garrick. 

Malice is ingenious — -unless where the excess of it 
outwits itself — I have two comforts in this stroke of it ; 
— the first is, that this one is partly of this kind ; and 
secondly, that it is one of the number of those which 
so unfairly brought poor Yorick to his grave. — The 
report might draw blood of the author of Tristram 
Shandy — but could not harm such a man as the author 
of the Divine Legation — God bless him ! though (by 
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the bye, and according to the natural course of desceati) 
the blessing should come from him to me. 

Pray have you no interest, lateral or collateral, to 
get me introduced to his Lordship ! 

Why do ye ask ? 

My dear Sir, I have no claim to such an honour, 
but what arises from the honour and respect which, in 
the progress of my work, will be shewn the world I 
owe to so great a man. 

Whilst I am talking of owing — I wish, my dear Sir, 
that any body would tell you, how much I am indebted 
to you. I am determined never to do it myself, or 
say more upon the subject than this, that I am yours, 
L. Sterne. 



To S— 



, Esq. 



Dear S.r, ^"5'. 1760. 

I RETURN you ten thousand thanks for the favour of 
your letter — and the account you give me of my wife 

and girl. — I saw Mr Ch y to-night at Ranelagh, 

who tells me you have inoculated my friend Bobby. — 
I heartily wish him well through, and hope in God all 
goes right. 

On Monday we set out with a grand retinue of 
Lord Rockingham's * (in whose suite I move) for 
Windsor — they have contracted for fourteen hundred 
pounds for the dinner, to some general undertaker, of 
which the K, has bargained to pay one third. Lord 

* Priace Ferdinand, the Marqub of Rockiagbam, and Elarl 
Temple, were installed Knights of the Garter, on Tu^day, May 
6[h, 1760, at Windsor. 



George Sackville was last Saturday at the opera, some 
say with great effrontery, — others, with great dejection. 

I have little news to add— There is a shilling 
pamphlet * wrote against Tristram. — I wish they 
would write a hundred auch. 

Mrs Sterae says her purse is light j will you, dear 
Sir, be so good as to pay her ten guineas, and I will 
reckon with you, when I have the pleasure of raeeting 
you. — My best compliments to Mrs C. and a!l friends. 
— Believe me, dear Sir, your obliged and faithful 

Lau. Stehne. 



tetter ip. 

To the same. 

Di>, s«, "'y' ■''*°- 

I THIS moment received the favour of your kind letter. 
— The letter in the Ladies Magazine,t about me, 
was wrote by the noted Dr Hill, who wrote the 
Inspector, and undertakes that magazine — the people 
of York are very uncharitable to suppose any man so 
gross a beast as to pen such a character of himself. — la 
this great town no soul ever suspected it, for a thousand 
reasons — could they suppose I should be such a fool 
as to fall foul upon Dr Warburton, my best friend, by 
representing him so weak a man — or by telling such 
a lie of him — as his giving me a purse, to buy oif his 
tutorship for Tristram! — or I should be fool enough 
to own I had taken his purse for that purpose ! 

You must know there is a quarrel between Dr Hill 

and Dr M y, who was the physician meant at Mr 

Charles Stanhope's, and Dr Hill has changed the place 

• ' ' The Clockmajter's Outcry agajnst the Author of Tristram 
Shandy." evo. 
+ The Royal Female Magaiine, for April, 176a 



on purpose to give M y a lick. — Now that conver- 
sation (though perhaps true), yet happened at another 
place,* and with another physician ; which I have 
contradicted in this city, for the honour of ray friend 

M y, all which shews the absurdity of York 

credulity and nonsense. Besides, the account is full 
of falsehoods — first, with regard to the place of my 

* As Che iTDth of this BDEcdotc is not denied, It may gratify 
curiosity to communicate it in Dr Hill's own words. " At the 
last dinner thai the late lost amiable Charles Stanhope gave to 
genitis, Yorick was present The good old man was veied to 
see a pedantic medi cine-monger take the lead, and prevent that 
pleasantly which good wit and good wine might have occasioned, 
by a discourse in the unintelligible language of bis profession, 
concerning the difference tietween the phrenitis and the para- 
phrenitls, and the concomitant categories of the mediasllnmn 



been one of Radcliffe's travellers, 'The vulgar prachce,' says 
he, ' savours too much of mechanical principles ; the venerable 
andenis vece all empirics, and the profession wilt never regain 
its ancient credit, till practice falls into the old track again. E 

cushion, and, after sneezing and sniveling a fortnight, it fell 
upon my breast ; They blooded me, blistered me, and gave me 
robs and bobs, and lohocks and eclegmaia -. bnt 1 grew worse i 
for I was treated according to theexact rules of the College. In 
short, from an inflammation it came to an Adhesion, and all 
was over with me. They advised me to Bristol, that I might 
not do them the Ecandal of dying undsr theti hands ; and ihe 
Bristol people, for the same reason, consigned me over to Lisbon. 
Bui what do IP why I considered an adhesion is, in plain English, 
only a sticking of two things together, and that force enoi^;h 
would pull them asunder. I bought a good ash pole, and began 
leaping over all the walls and ditches in Ihe country. From the 
height of the pole, I used lo come souse down upon my feel, like 
an aas when he tramples upon a bull-dog : bul it did not do. 
At last — when I hod raised myself perpendicularly over a wall, 
I used to fall exactly across the ridge of it, upon the side 
opposite to Ibe adhesion. This tore ii off at once, and I am as 
yon see. Come fill a glass lo the memory of the empiric medi- 
cine.' If he had been asked elsewhere about this disorder (for 
he really hod a consumptive disorder), he would have answered, 
thai be was cured by Huibnm's decoction of the bark, and eliinr 
of vitriol " 
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birth, which was at Clonniel, ia Ireland — the story of 

a hundred pouodB to Mrs W ," not true, or of a 

pension premiied ; the merit of which I disclaimed — 
and indeed there are so many other things so untrue, 
and unlikely to come from me, that the worat enemy I 
have here never had a suspicion — and, to end all, Dr 
Hi!) owns the paper. 

I shall be down before May is out — I preach 
before the Judges on Sunday — my Sermons come out 
on Thursday after — and I purpose, the Monday, 
at fiirthest, after that, to set out for York — I have 
bought a pair of horses for that purpose — my best 
respects to your Lady 

I am, dear Sir, 

Your most obliged and faithful 

L. Sterke. 

P.S. — I beg pardon for this hasty scrawl, having just 
come from a concert where the D, of York performed. 
— I have received great notice from him, and last week 
had the houour of supping with him. 



Letter r- 

To Dr U'arburlon, Bishop of Gloucetler. 

,, I York, June g, 176a 

Mv Lord, ^ ' 

Not knowing where to send two sets of my Sermons, 
1 could think of no better expedient, than to order 
them into Mr Berreoger's hands, who has promised me 
that he will wait upon your Lordship widi them, the 

• The widow of Mr Sterne's predecessor in the UviDg of 
Convonld. 
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first moment he heacs you are in town. The truest 
and humblest thanks I return to your Lordship, for the 
generosity of your protection, and advice to me, by 
making a good iise ot the one, I will hope to deserve 
the other ; I wish your Lordship aJl the health and 
happiness in this world, for I am 

Your Lordship's 

Most obliged and 

Moat grateful Servant, 

L. Sterne. 

P.S. — I am just sitting down to go on with Tiisiram, 
&c. — The scribblers use me ill, but they have used my 
betters much worse, for which may Goo forgive them. 



Letter ^f. 

To Ihc Rrv. Mr S/crnc. 

n c Prior- Park, June 1;, 176a 

Reverend Sir, ' ' 

I HATE your favour of the 9th instant, and am glad to 
understand, you are got safe home, and employed again 
in your proper studies and amusements. You have it 
in your power to make that, which is an amusement 
to yourself and others, useful to both : at least, you 
should above all things, beware of its becoming hurt- 
ful to either, by any violations of decency and good 
manners; but I have already taken such repeated 
liberties of advising you on tliat head, that to say 
more would be needless, or perhaps unacceptable. 

Whoever is, in any way, well received by the 
public. Is sure to he annoyed by that pest of the public, 
frojiigate icrihbleri. This is the common lot of sue- 
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cessfiil adventurers; — but such have often a worse 
evil to struggle with, I mean the oTer-officiousness of 
their indiscreet friends. There are two Odes," as 
they are called, prbted by Dodsley. Whoever was 
the author, he appears to be a monster of impiety and 
lewduess — yet, such is the malignity of the scribblers, 
some have given them to your friend Hali ; — and 
others, which is still more impossible, to yourself; 
though the first Ode has the insolence to place you 
both in a mean and a ridiculous light. But this might 
arise from a tale equally groundless and malignant, that 
you had shewn them to your acquaintances in MS. 
before they were given to the public. Nor was their 
being printed by Dodsley the likeliest means of dis- 
crediting the calumny. 

About this time, another, under the mask of friend- 
ship, pretended to draw your character, which was 
since published in a Female Magazine (for dulness, 
who often has as great a hand as the devil, in deforming 
God's works of the creation, has made them, it seems, 
male and yrnia/^), and from thence it was transferred 
into a Chrotiicie.f Pray have you read it, or do you 
know its author ? 

But of all these things, I dare say Mr Garrick, 
whose prudence is equal to his honesty or his talents, 
has remonstrated to you with the freedom of a friend. 
He knows the inconstancy of what is called the Public, 
towards all, even the best intentioned, of those who 
contribute to its pleasure or amusement. He ^as every 
nian of honour and discretion would) has availed him- 
self of the public favour, to regulate the taste, and, 
in his proper station, to reform the manners of the 



t The London Chronicle, Way 6, 
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feshionable world ; — while, by a well-judged teconomy, 
' e has piovided against the temptations of a mean and 

vile dependency on the follies and vices of the great. 

In a word, be aasured, there ia no one more sincerely 
wiahes your welfare and happiness, than. 



Reverend S 


'w. G. 


letter fM. 






ly •wido'oi, Mrs 


F 




Coxwould 


Aug. 


3, 176a 


LTo'mfrJ ^on 


sr 


d Orange, 
lim than a 



To my •willy 

Madam, 
Wkss a man'a brains a 
—and he feels I 

Mallet, 'tis in vain to think of sitting down, and writing 
a letter to a lady of your wit, unless in the honest John- 
Trot-Style of, youri of th: \yh instant came safe to 
band, &c,, which, by the bye, looka like a letter of 
businesa ; and you know very well, from the first Setter 
I had the honour to write to you, I am a man of no 
business at all. This vile plight I found my genius 

in was the reason I have told Mr , I would not 

write to you till the next post — hoping by that time to 
get some small recruit, at least of vivacity, if not wit, 
to set out with ; — but upon second thoughts, thicking a 
bad letter in season — to be better than a good one out 
of it — this scrawl is the consequence, which, if you 
will burn the moment you get it — I promise to send 
you a fine set essay in the style of your female episto- 
lizera, cut and trim'd at all points. — God defend me 
from such, who never yet knew what it was to say or 
write one premeditated word in my whole life — for this 
reason I send you this with pleasure, because wrote 
with the careless irregularity of an easy heart. 



44 LETTERS. 

Who told you, Garrick wro'.e the medley for Beard ? 
— 'Twaa wrote in his house, howeTcr, aod before I 

left town.^ 1 deny it^I was not lost two days 

before I left town. — I was lost all the time I waa there, 
and never found till I got to this Shandy- east! e of 
mine. — Next winter I intend to sojourn amongst you 
with more decorum, and will neither be loat or found 

Now I wish to God, I was at your elbow — -I have 
just finished one volume of Shandy, and I want to read 
it to some one who I know can taate and relish humour — 
this by the way, is a little impudent in me — for I take 
the thing for granted, which their high mightinesses 
the world have yet to detennine — but I mean no such 
thing — I could wish only to have your opinion — shall 
I, in truth, give you mine ? — I dare not—but I will ; 

frovided you keep it to yourself — know then, that 
think there is more laughable humour, — with an 
equal degree of Cervantic satire — if not more than in 
the last — but we are bad judges of the merit of our 
children. 

I return you a thousand thanks for your friendly 
congratulations upon my habitation — and I v/ill take 
care, you shall never wish me but well, for I am. 
Madam, 

With great esteem and truth. 
Your most oblij^ed, 

L. Sterne. 

P.S. — I have wrote this so vilely and so precipitately, 

I fear you must carry it to a dccypberer 1 beg ' 

yon'U do me the honour to write — otherwise you draw 

mr in, instead of Mr drawing _ysu into a scrape — 

for I should sorrow to have a laiie of so agreeable a 
correspondent — and no more. 



I My 



tettir piii. 

To S C— ^, Esq, 

London, Christmas Day, 1 760. 



J 



been in such a continual hurry aince the moment 
I arrived here — what with my books, and what with 
Tiutora and visitings, that it was not in my power sooner 
lo sit down and acknowledge the favour of your obliging 
letter ; and to thank you for the most friendly motives 
which led you to write it : I um not much in pain upon 
what gives my kind friends at Stillington bo much on 
the chapter of l^asa — because, as the principal satire 
throughout that part is levelled at those learned block- 
heads, who, in all ages, have wasted their time and 
much learning upon points as foolish — it shifts off the 
idea of what you fear, to another point — and 'tis thought 
here very good— 'twill pass muster — I mean not with 
all— no — no ! I shall be attacked and pelted, either 
from cellars or garrets, write what I will — and besides, 
must expect to have a party against me of many 
hundreds — who either do not — or will not laugh. — 
'Tis enough if I divide the world ;— at least I will 
rest contented with it. — I wish you was here lo see 
what changes of looks and political reasoning have 
taken place in every company and coiFce-house since 
last year; we shall be soon Prussians and A nti- Prussians, 

B a and Anti-B— s, and those distinctions will 

just do as well as Whig and Tory — and for ought I 
know serve the same ends,' The King seems re- 
solved to bring all things back to their original prin- 
ciples, and to stop the torrent oF corruption and laziness. 
— He rises every morning at sis to do business — rides 
out at eight to a minute, returns at nine to give himself 
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up to his people. — By persisting, 'tis thought he will 
oblige his Mbistera and depeniiints to dispatch affairs 
with him maDy hours sooner than of late — and 'tis 
much to be tjuestion'd whether they will not be enabled 
to wait upon bira eoocer by being freed from long 
levees of their own, and applications ; which will in all 
likelihood be transferr'd from them directly to himself 
— the present system being to remove that phalanx of 
great people, which atood betwixt the throne and the 
subjects, and suffer them to have immediate access 
without the intervention of a cabal — (this is the 
laoguage of others) : however, the King gives every 
thing himself, knows every thing, and weighs every 
thing maturely, and then ia inflexible — this puts old 
stagers off their game — how it will end we are all in 
the dark. 

'Tis feared the war is quite over in Germany ; never 
was known such havoc amongst troops — I was told 
yesterday by a Colonel from Germany, that out of two 
battalions of nine hundred men, to which he belonged, 
but seventy-one are left! — Prince Ferdinand has sent 
word, 'tis said, that he must have forty thousand men 
directly to take the field — and with provisions for them 
too, for he can but subsist them for a fortnight — I hope 
this will fiod you all got to York — I beg my com- 
pliments to the amiable Mrs Croft, &c, &c. 

Tho' I purposed going first to Golden- Square, yet 
fate has thus long disposed of me — so I have never 
been able to set a foot towards that quarter. 



li 



Yours affectionately, 

L. Sterne. 



tetter jriu. 

To the same. 

,, o TAbout Jan. 1761.! 

Mv DEAR Sir, •- ' -> 

I HATE JuBt time to acknowledge the favour of yours, 
but not to get the two prints you mention — which 
shall be sent you by next post — I have bought them, 
and lent them to Misa Gilbert, but will assuredly send 
for them and enclose them to you ; — I will take care 
to get your pictures well copied, and at a moderate 
price. And if I can be of fiirther use, I beseech you 
to employ me; and from time to time will send you an 
account of whatever may be worth transmitting. — The 
stream now sets in strong against the German war. 

Loud compiainta of making a trade 

of the war, &c. &c., much expected from Ld. Granby'a 
evidence to these matters, who ia expected every hour: 
— the King wins every day upon the people, shews 
himself much at the play (but at no opera), rides out 
with his brothers every morning, half an hour after seven, 
till nine — returns with them — spends an hour with them 
at breakfast and chat — and then sits down to business. 
I never dined at home once since I arrived — am four- 
teen dinners deep engaged just now, and fear matters 

will be worse with me in that point than better. 

Aa to the main points in view, at which you hint — all 
I can say is, that I see my way, and unless Old Nick 
throws the dice — shall, in due time, come oiF winner. 

Tristram will be out the twentieth — there is a 

great rout made about him before he enters the stage — 
whether this will be of use or no, I can't say — some 
wits of the first magnitude here, both as to wit and 
Station, engage me success^time will shew — 

Adieu. 



^^^ Since 



tttttv t». 

To thi lami. 

had the favour of your obliging let 
happened, or been said one day, which has not been 
contrndicted the next ; so having little certain to 
write, I have forebore writing at all, in hopes every day 
of something worth filling up a letter. We had the 
greatest expectations yesterday that ever were raised of 
a pitched battle in the House of Commons, wherein 
Mr Pitt was to have entered and thrown down the 
gauntlet, in defence of the German war, — There never 
was 80 full a house — the gallery full to the top — I was 
there all the day — when lo ! a political fit of the gout 
seized the great combatant — he entered not the lists— 
Beckford got up, and begged the house, as he saw not 
his right honourable friend there, to put off the debate 
— it could not be done ; so Beckford rose up, and made 
a most long, passionate, incoherent speech, in defence 
of the Germanic war — but very severe upon the un- 
(rugal manner it was carried on— in which he addressed 
himself principally to the Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
and laid him on terribly. — It seems the chancery of 
Hanover had laid out 350,000 pounds, on account, 
■nd brought in our treasury debtor — and the grand 
debate was, for an honest examination of the particulars 
of this extravagant account, and for vouchers to authenti- 
cate ic — Legge answered Beckford very rationally, and 
coolly. — Lord N. spoke long — Sir F. Dashwood main- 
tained the German war was most pernicious — Mr 
of Surry, spoke well against the account, 
with some others — L. Barrington at last got up, and 
spoke bull an hour with great plainness, and temper — 
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a great many hidden springa relating to these 
in favour of the late King, and told two or 
three conversations which had passed between the King 
and himself, relative to these ejtpences — which cast 
great honour upon the King's character. This was 
with regard to the money the King had secretly 
fiimished out of his pocket to lessen the account of the 
Hanover-score brought us to discharge. 

Eeckford and Earrington abused all who sought for 
peace, and joined in the cry for it ; and Beckford 
added, that the reasons of wishing a peace now, were 
the same as the peace of Utrecht — that the people 
behind the curtain could not both maintain the war and 
their places too, so were for making another sacrifice of 
the nation, to their own interests — After all — the cry 
for a peace is so general, that it will certainly end in 
one. Now for myself.' — 

One half of the town ahuse my hook aa bitterly, as 
the other half cry it up to the skies— *the best is, they 
abuse and buy it, and at such a rate, that we are going 
on with a second edition, as fast as possible. 

I am going down for a day or two with Mr Spencer, 
to Wimbleton ; on Wednesday there is to be a grand 

assembly at Lady N . I have enquired every 

where about Stephen's affair, and can hear nothing — 
My friend, Mr Charles Townahend, will he now secre- 
tary of war • — he bid me wish him joy of it, though 
not in possession — I will ask him — and depend, my 
most worthy firiend, that you shall not be ignorant of 
what I learn from him — Believe me ever, ever, 

Yours, 



* He was appoinled Secretary at 



IE 34th of March 1761, 



To the same. 

Mvoe^Sb, [April 176,.] 

A STRAIN which I got in my wrist by a terrible fa 

prevented my acknowled^ng the favour of your obliging 

letter. I went yesterday morning to breakfast with 

Mr V , who is a kind of right hand man to 

Becretary, on purpose to enquire about the propriety, 
feaaibility, of doing what you wish rae — and he 
told me an anecdote which, had you been here, would, 
I think, have made it wiser to have deferred speaking 
about the affair a month hence than 
You must know that the numbers of officers who have 
left their regiments in Germany, for the p!< 
the town, have been long a topic for 
you see them in St James's Coffee-house, and the park, 
eve^ hour, enquiring, open mouth, how things 
in Germany, and what news ; — when they should have 
been there to have fiirnished news themselves — but the 
worst part has been, that many of them have left their 
brother officers on their duty, and in all the fatigues of 
it, and have come with no end but to make friends, 
be put unfairly over the beads of those who were \> 
risbng their Ihes. — In this attempt there have been 
some but too successful, which h^ jusdy raised ill- 
blood and complaints from the officers who staid 
behind — the upshot has been, that they have ever 
soul been ordered off, and woe be to him ('ds said 
who shall be found listening ! Now just to mention, 
our friend's case whilst this cry is on foot, I think 
would be doing more hurt than good ; but if 
think otherwise, I will go with all my heart, and 
racndon it to Mr Townshend, for 
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too ineonsiderabie a person to pretend to, — You made 
me and my friends here very meri'y with the accounts 
cuirent at York, of my bciDg forhid the court — but 
they do not consider what a considerable person they 
make of me, when they suppose either my going, or my 
not going there, is a point that ever enters the King's 
head — and for those about him, I have the honour 
either to stand so personally well known to them, or 
to be so well represented by those of the first rank, 
as to fear no accident of that kind. 

I thank God (B^ 's excepted) I have never 

yet made a friend or connection I have forfeited, or 
done ought to forfeit — but, on the contrary, my true 
character is better understood, and where I had one 
friend last year, who did me honour, I have three now, 
— If my enemies knew, that by this rage of abuse, and 
ill-will, they were efFectuaJly serving the interests both 
of myself, and works, they would be more quiet — but 
it has been the fate of my betters, who have found, 
that the way to fame, is like the way to heaven — 
through much tribularion — and till I shall have the 
honour to be as much mal-treated as Rabelais and 
Swift were, I must continue humble ;— for I have 
not filled up the measure of half their pcriMutiom. 

The court is turning topsy-turvy. Lord Bute, le 
premier * — Lord Talbot, to be groom of the 

chambers -j- in room of the D. of R d — Lord 

Hallifax to Ireland J— Sir F. Dashwood in Talbot's 
place — Pitt seems unmoved — a peace inevitable — 
Stocks rise — the peers this moment kissing hands, &c, 
&c. (this week may be christened the kiss-hands week) 

• Lord Bute was appointed Secretary of Slate on the asth a( 
March 1761. 

+ Lord Tnlbot was oppoinlcd Steward of Ihe household on 
the same dav. 

lointed Lord Lieutenant of Ireland 



for a hundred chaogea will happen in consequence of' 
these. Pray present my compHmenta to Mrs C. a ' 
all friends, and believe me, with the greatest fidelity, 

Your ever obliged 

L. Sterne. 



P.S.—ls i 
have power to 

Pray when 
Mrs Sterne. 



it Btr»nge that Lord Talbot should 

love the Duke of R d ? 

1 have read this, send the new 



ToJ— 



-H— 



■, Eiq. 



-r, TT Coxwould, Juiy 38, 176 

Dear H , » j > / 

I SYMPATHISED for, Or With you, on the detail you 
me of your late agitations — and would willingly have 
taken my horse, and trotted to the oracle to have en- 
quired into the etymology of all your sufferings, had I 
not been assured, that all that evacuation of bilious 
matter, with all that abdominal motion attending it 
[both which are equal to a month's purgation and 
exercise) will have left you better than it found you — 

Need one go to D , to be told that all kind of 

mild {mark, I am going to talk more foolishly 
your apothecary), opening, saponacious, dirty-shirt, 
sud-washing liquors are proper for you, and CO 
quently all styptical potations, death and destructii 
if you had not shut up your gall-ducts by these, the 
glauber-salts could not have hurt — as it was, 'twas like 
a match to the gunpowder, by raising a fresh c 
bustion, as all physic does at first, so that you have' 
been let off — nitre, brimstone, and charcoal (which 
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blackneaB itself), all at one blast — 'twas well the piece 
did not burst, for I think it underwent great violeoce, 
and, as it is proof, will, I hope, do much service in 
this militating world — Panty * is mistaken, I quarrel 
with no one. — There was that coxcomb of -— : — in 
the house, who lost temper with me for no reason 
upon earth but that I could not fall down and worship 
a brazen image of learning and eloquence, which he 
set up, to the persecution of all true believers — I sat 
down upon Itij altar, and whistled in the time of his 
divine service — and broke down his carved work, and 

kicked his incense pot to the D , so he retreated, 

sed non j'inc felle in corde mo. — I have wrote a clerum, 
whether I shall take my doctor's degrees or no — I am 
much in doubt, but I trow not. — I go on with Tris- 
tram — I have bought seven hundred books at a pur- 
chase dog cheap— and many good — and I have been 
a week getting them set up in my best room here — 
why do not you transport yours to town, but I talk 
like a fool. — This will just catch you at your spaw — 
1 wish you incolumem apud Landmum — do you go there 
for good and all — or ill \ — I am, dear cousin. 

Yours affectionately, 

L. Sterne. 



letter pbiif. 

To the jamc. 

Coxwould [^about August], 1761. 

Dear H , 

I REJOICE you are in London — rest you there in peace : 

— here 'tis the devil. — You was a good prophet. — I 

wish myself back again, as you told me I should — but 

• The Reverend Mr R- L , 



r 
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not because a thin, death-doing, pescireroua, north-eait 
wind blows in a line directly from Crazy-casile turret 
full upon me in this cuckoMy retreat {for I value 
north-east wind and all its powers not a straw),- 
the crajisilion from rapid motion to absolute rest wai 
violent. — I should hate walked about the streets of 
York ten days, as a proper medium to have passed 
through, before I entered upon my rest. — I staid but a 
moment, and I have been here but a few, to satisfy me 
1 have not managed my miseries like a wise man — and 
if God, for my consolation under them, had not poured 
forth the spirit of Shandeism into me, which will not 
suffer me to tliink two moments upon any grave subject, 

I would else, just now lie down and die — die and 

yet, in half an hour's time, I'll lay a guinea, I shall be 
as merry as a monkey — and as mischievous too, and 
forget it all — so that this is but a copy of the present 
train running cross my brain. — And so you think this 
cursed stupid — but that, my dear H., depends much 
upon the quota hota of your shabby clock, if the pointer 
of it is in any quarter between ten in the morning o 
four in the afternoon — I give it up — or if the day ii 
obscured by daik engendering clouds of either wet oi 
dry weather, I am still lost — but who knows but i 
may be five — and the day as fine a day as ever shoni 
upon the earth since the destruction of Sodom,— -and 
peradventure your honour may have got a good hearty 
dinner to-day, and eat and drank your inteUectuals ii 
a placidulish and a blandulish amalgama — to bi 
nonsense, so much for that. 

'Tis as cold and churlish just now, as (if Goo had 
not pleased it to be so) it ought to have been in bleak 
December, and therefore I am glad you are where you 
are, and where (I repeat it again) I wish I was also — 
Curse of poverty, and absence from those we love !- 
they are two great evils which embitter all things — ai 
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yet with the firat I am not haunted much. — Ab to 
matrimony, I should be a beiist to raiJ at it, for my wife 
is easy — but the world is not — and had I staid from 
her a second longer, it would have been a burning shame 
— else she declares her self happier without rae — but 
not in anger is this declaration made — but in pure sober 
good-sense, built on sound experience — she hopes you 
will be able to strike a bargain for me before this time 
twelvemonth, to lead a bear round Europe ; and from 
this hope from you, I verily believe it is, that you are 
80 high in her favour at present — She swears you are a 
fellow of wit, though humorous ; a funny, jolly soul, 
though somewhat splenetic; and (bating the love of 
women) as honest as gold — how do you like the simile '. 
— Oh, Lord ! now are you going to Ranelagh to-night, 
and I am sitting, sorrowful as the prophet was, when 
the voice cried out to him and said, " What dost thou 
here, Elijah?" — 'Tia well the spirit does not make 
the same at Coxwould — for unless for the few sheep 
left me to take care of, in this wilderness, I might as 
well, nay better, be at Mecca — When we find we can, 
by a shifting of places, run away from ourselves, what 
think you of a jaunt there, before we finally pay a visit 
to the v<^i of Jchasaphat ? — As ill a fame as we have, 
I trust I shall one day or other see you face to face — 
80 tell the two colonels, if they love good company, to 
live righteously and soberly, as yau do, and then they 
will have no doubts or dangers within or without them 
— present my best and warmest wishes to them, and 
advise the eldest to prop up his spirits, and get a rich 
dowager before the conclusion of the peace — why will 
not the advice suit both, par mbilc fratrum ? 

To-morrow morning (if Heaven permit) I begin 
the fifth volume • of Shandy — I care not a curse for 

I'll load my vehicle with what goods he 

' Alluding to the firsl ediiiian. 



) 





Lrctrr r 



•MrBfar»inw ntily Jtaimuu i to 



:atf Ljcd Fauctmaerg's^ jkltxh^ jtrwiirti 3K vidi the 
onracy ^' dm piacs — auugix jour oiagjraQiiaQim cooks 

ame dmeL — I hope I isave beesr cif aoine ^g i ke to 
hift LoraKiipy :tod he ha» st&seacty re<|uitEd me. — 
nris je T cnty guineas 2 year in vof pockety cbm^ 
worth a h um ke d — bac ic obliges me to have a cnrate 
to Qificiate ac Suttxnt and. bczUisgooiL-^Tis withm a 
mile o£ his Lordirfiip^s aeat and. park* ITb a ^''ctj 
agreeahie ride out in the chaise I purckaed hjr my 
wifci^ — Lyd has a pQoey which she dehghts in. — 
Whiht they take dieae cfiieraons, I am scribhEng 
away at my TnatranL These two Tolumes are, I 
think, the best. — ^I shall write 9i ]oog 9i I lire, 'tis, in 
(xXy my hobby-bone : and so nrach am I delighted 
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with my uncle Toby's imaginary character, that I am 
become an enthusiast, — My Lydia helps to copy for 
rae — and ray wife knits, and listens as I read her 
chapterB. — The coronation of his Majesty (whom 
God preserve ! ) has cost me the value of an ox, which 
is to be roasted whole in the middle of the town, and 
my parishioners wili, I suppose, be very merry upon the 
occasion. — You wilJ then be in town — and feast your 
eyes with a sight, which 'tis to be hoped will not be in 
either of our powers to see again — for in point of age 
we have about twenty years the start of his Majesty. — 
And now, my dear friend, T must finish this — and 
with every wish for your happiness conclude myself 
your most sincere well-wisher and friend, 

L. Sterhe. 



MVD 



letter px- 

To Dtrold Garrici, Esq. 
u Paris, Jan. 



,,6.. 



\ I have been a fortnight in this 
metropolis without writing to you, that therefore I 
have not had you and Mrs Gar^pt a hundred times in 
my head and heart — heart ! #^s, yes, say you — but I 
must not waste paper in badinage this post, whatever I 
do the nest. Well I here I am, my friend, as much 
improved in my health, for the time, as ever your 
friendship could wish, or at least your faith give credit 
to — by the bye I am somewhat worse in my intellec- 
tuals, for my head is turned round with what I see, 
and the unexpected honours I have met with here. 
Tristram was almost as much known here as in 
London, at least among your men of condition and 



me the permiasion for a year or two — I fihal! set off with 
great hopes of its efficacy, and ahal! write to my wife 
and daughter to come and join me at Paris, else ray 
stay could not be ao long — "Le Fever's atory has 
beguiled your Ladyship of your tears," and the thought 
of the accusing spirit fly^ing up to hearen's chancery 
with the oath, you are kind enough to aay is sublime— 
my friend, Mr Gnrrick, thinks so too, and I am most 
vain of his approbation — your Ladyship's opiDion adds 
not a little to my vanity. 

I wish I had time to take a little excursion to Bath, 
were it only to thank you for all the obliging things 
you say in your letter — but 'tis impossible — accept at 
least my warmest thanks — If I could tempt my friend 
Mr H. to come to France, I should be truly happy 
— If I can be of any service to you at Paris, command 
him who is, and ever will be. 



letter ppii. 

To Datnd Garrkk, Eiq. 

DEARGA«t.cK, P-iB, March 19, ,762. 

This will be put into your hands by Dr Shippen, a 

fhysician, who has been here some time with Miss 
'oynti, and is this moment setting off for your metro- 
polis ; BO I snatch the opportunity of writing to you 
and my kind friend Mrs Garrick.— I see nothing like 
her here, and yet I have been introduced to one half 
of their best Goddesses, and in a month more shall be 
admitted to the shrines of the other half — but I neither 
worship — or fall (much) upon my knees before them; 



but, on the contrary, have converted many unto Shan- 
deism — for be it known, I Shandy it away fifty times 
more than I was ever wont, talk more nonsense than 
ever you heard me talk in your days — and to all sons 
of people. Qui ie diable eil cet homme /a— said Choiseul, 
t'other day — ce Chevalier Shandy — You'll think me as 
vain as a devil, was I to tell you the rest of the dia- 
logue — whether the bearer knows it or no, I know not 
— 'Twill serve up after supper, in Southampton -street, 
amongst other small dishes, after the fatigues of Richard 
the 1 1 Id — O God! they have nothing here, which gives 
the nerves so smart a blow, as those great characters 
in the hands of Garrick ! but I forgot I am writing 
to the man himself— The devil take (as he will) 
these transports of enthusiasm ! Apropos — the whole 
City of Paris ia bewilch'd with the comic opera, and if 
it was not for the alfair of the Jesuits, which takes up 
one half of our talk, the comic opera would hate it all 
— It is a tragical nuisance in all companies as it is, and 
was it not for some sudden starts and dashes — of 
Shandeism, which now and then either break the thread, 
or entangle it so, that the devil himself would be puzzled 
in winding it off — I should die a martyr — this by the 

way I never will 

I send you over some of these comic operas by the 
bearer, with the Sallon, a satire— The French comedy, 
I seldom visit it — they act scarce any thing but tragedies 
— and the Clairon is great, and Mad"" Dumesnil, in 
some places, still greater than her — yet I cannot bear 
preaching — I fancy I got a surfeit of it in ray younger 
days. — There is a tragedy to be daran'd to-night — 
peace be with it, and the gentle brain which made it ! 
I have ten thousand things to tell you I cannot write — 
I do a thousand things which cut no figure, &ui in lie 
■doing — and as in London, I have the honour of having 
done and said a thousand things I never did oi' drcam'd 



of — and yet I dream abundantly — If the devil stood 
behind me in the shape of a courier, I could not write 
faster than I do, having five letters more to dispatch by 
the same Gentleman ; he is going into another section 
of the globe, and when he has seen you, he will depart 
in peace. 

The Duke of Orleans has Buffered my portrait to be 
added to the number of some odd men in hia collection ; 
and a gentleman who lives with him has taken ii 
expressively, at full length — I purpose to obtain an 
etching of it, and to send it you — your prayer for me 
of roiy health, is heard — If I stay here for three or four 
months, I shall return more than reinstated. My love 
to Mrs Gai'rick. 

I am, my dear Garrick, 

Your most humble Servant, 
L. Sterne. 



tettir tptij. 
To the lame. 



I, April 



1762. 



My DEAR Garkick, 
I SNATCH the occasion of Mr Wilcox (the late Bishop 
of Rochester's son) leaving this place for England, to 
write to you, and I enclose it to Hall, who wQl put it 
into your hand, possibly behind the scenes. I hear no 
news of you, or your empire, I would have said kingdom 
— but here everything is hyperbolized — and if a woman 
is but simply pleased — 'tis Je suis charmc — and if she 
is charmed, 'tis nothing less than that she is ravi-sh'i 
— and when ravi-sh'd {which may happen) there is 
nothing left for her but to fly to the other world for a 
metaphor, and swear, qu'elle etoit tout cstaiiec — which 
mode of speaking is, by the bye, here creeping into use. 
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and there is scarce a woman who understands the ban 
ion but is seven times in s day in downright extasy — 
that is, the devil's in her — by a small mistake of one 
world for the other Now, where am I got ? 

I have been these two days reading a tragedy, given 
me by a lady of talents to read, and conjecture if it 
would do for you — 'Tia from the plan of Diderot, and 
possibly half a translation of it. — The Natural Son, or 
the Triumph of Virtue, in five acts — It has too much 
sentiraent in it (at least for me), the speeches too long, 
and savour too much oi preaching — this may be a second 
reason, it is not to my taste — 'Tis all love, love, love, 
throughout, without much separation in the character ; 
so I fear it would not do for your stage, and perhaps 
for the very reasons which recommend it to a French 
one. — After a vile suspension of three weeks — we ate 
beginning with our comedies and operas again — yours 
I hear never flourished more — here the comic actors 
were never so low — the tragedians hold up their heads 
— in all senses. I have known one little man support 
the theatrical world, like a David Atlas, upon his 
shoulders, but Preville can't do half as much here, 
though Mad"° Clairon staods by him, and sets her 
back to his — she is very great, however, and highly 
improved since you saw her — she also supports her 
dignity at table, and has her public day every Thursday, 
when she gi-ves to eat (aa they say here) to all that are 
hungry and dry. 

You are much talked of here, and much expected as 
soon as the peace will let you — these two last days you 
have happened to engross the whole conversation at 
two great houses where I was at dinner — 'Tis the 
greatest problem in nature, in this meridian, that one 
and the same man should possess such tragic and comic 
powers, and in such an equilibrio, as to divide the 
world for which of the two Nature intended him. 



T, Ih, ,am,. 
My Dm, Pari., May 31, 1762. 

There hare no mails arrived here till this morning, for 
three posts, so I expected with great impatience a letter 
from you and Lydia — and lo ! it is arrived. You 
are as busy as Throp'a wife, and by the time you 
receive this, you will be busier still — I have exhausted 
all my ideas about your journey — aud what is need- 
ful for you to do before and during it — ao I write 
only to tell you I am well — Mr Colebrooks, the 
minister of Swisserland's secretary, I got this morning 
to write a letter for you to the governor of the Custom- 
House Office, at Calais — it shall be sent you next 
posL — You most be cautious about Scotch snuff — take 
half 3 pound in your pocket, and make Lyd do the 
same. 'Tia well I bought you a chaise — there is no 
getting one in Paris now, but at an eoormous price — for 
they are all sent to the army, and such a one as yours 
we have not been able to match for forty guineas, for a 
friend of mine who is going from hence to Italy — the 
weather was never known to set in so hot, as it has 
done the latter end of this month, so he and his party 
are to get into his chaises by four in the morning, and 
travel till nine — and not stir out again till six ; — but 
I hope this severe heat will abate by the time you 
come here — however, I beg of you once more to take 
special care of heating your blood in travelling, and 
come tout dtmcement, wheo you find the heat too much 
—I shall look imptiently for intelligence from you, 
and hope to hear all goes well ; that you conquer all 
difficulties, that you have received your pass-port, my 
picture, &c. Write and tell me something of every 
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thing. I long to see you both, you may be assured, 

my dear wife and child, after so long a separation 

and write me s. line directly, that I may have all the 
notice you can give me, that I may have apartments 
ready and lit for you when you arrive. — For my own 
part I shall continue writing to you a fortnight longer 
— present my respects to all friends — you have bid Mr 
C. get my visitations at P. done for me, &c. &c. If 
any ofiers are made about the iDclo.iure at Rascal, they 
must be enclosed to me — nothing that is fairly proposed 
shall stand still on ray score. Do all for the best, as He 
who guides all things will I hope do for us — »o heaven 
preserve you both—believe me 

Your affectionate 

L. Sterne. 
Love to my Lydia — I base bought her a gold 
watch to ptesent to her when she comes. 



tetter rriti. 

To ibe tame. 

Mv D»u,, ''™' ''" '• ■'''■ 

I KEEP my promise and write to you again — I am sorry 
the bureau must be open'd for the deeds— but you will 
see it done — I imagine you are convinced of the neces- 
sity of bringing three hundred pounds in your pocket 
— if you consider, Lydia must have two slight negUgeea 
— you will want a new gown or two — as for painted 
linens, buy them in town, they will be more admired 
because English than French. — Mrs H. writes me 
word that I am mistaken about buying silk cheaper at 
Toulouse than Paris, that she advises you to buy what 
yon want here — where they are very beautiful and 



I thing f 



68 LETTERS. 

cheap, as well aa blonds, gauzes. Sec. — These I say 
will all cost you sixty guineas — and you must have 
them — for in this country nothing must be spared for 
the back — and if you dine on an onion, and lie in a 
garret seven stories high, you mu3t not betray it in 

Sour cloaths, according to which you are well or ill 
ook'd on. When we are got to Toulouse, we must 
begin to turn the penny, and we may (if you do not 
game much) live very cheap — I think that expression 
will divert you — and now Gon knows I have not a 
wish but for your health, comfort, and safe arrival here 
— write to me every other post, that I may know how 
you go on — you will be in raptures with your chariot 
— Mr R. a gentleman of fortune, who is going to Italy, 
and has seen it, has offered me thirty guineas for my 
bargain. — You will wonder all the way, how I am to 
find room in it for a third — to ease you of this wonder, 
'ris by what the eoachmakers here call a cave, which 
IB a second bottom added to that you set your feet 
upon, which lets the person (who sits over-against 
you) down with his knees to your ancles, and by 
which you have all more room — and what is more, 
less heat, — because his head does not intercept the 
fore-glass — little or nothing — Lyd and I will enjoy 
this by turns ; sometimes I shall take a bidet — (a little 
post horse) and scamper before — at other times I shall 
sit in fresco upon the arm-chair without doors, and 
one way or other will do very well. — I am under in- 
finite obligations to Mr Thornhill, for accommodating 
me thus, and so genteelly, for 'tis like making a present 
of it- — Mr T — will send you an order to receive it 
at Calais — and now, my dear girls, have I forgot any 

Adieu! adieu! 
Yours most affectionately. 



A week c 
thiog-^and 31 



■ ten days will enable you to see every 
long you must stay to rest your bones. 



To thi . 



Paris, Jut 



,762. 



My Dearest, 

Hating an opportunity of writing by a friend who is 
setting out this morning for London, I write again, in 
case the two last letters I have wrote this week to you 
should be detained by contrary winds at Calais — I 

have wrote to Mr E , by the same hand, to thank 

him for his kindness to you in tiie handsomest manner 
I could— and have told him, his good heart, and his 
wife's, have made them overlook the trouble of having 
you at his house, but that if he takes you apartments 
near hira, they will have occasion atill enough left to 
shew their friendship to us — I have begged him to 
assist you, and stand by you as if he was in my place, 
with regard to the sale of the Shandys — and then the 
copyright — Mark to keep these things distinct in your 
bead — But Becket I have ever found to be a man of 
probity, and I dare say you will have very little trouble 
in finishing matters with him — and I would rather wish 
you to treat with him than with another man — bnt 
whoever buys the fifth and sixth volumes of Shandy's, 
must have the nay-say of the aeyeoth and eighth.* — ■ 
I wish, when you come here, in case the weather is 
too hot to travel, you could think it pleasant to go to 
the Spa for four or six weeks, where we should live 
for half the money we should spend at Paris — after 

* AUudLng 10 the fital edition. 
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thai:, we should take the sweetest seaaon of the vintage 
to go CO the south of France — but we will put our 
heads together, and you sh.ill just do as you please in 
this, and in every thing which depends on me — for I 
am a being perfecdy contented, when others are pleased 
— to bear and forbear will ever be my maxim — only I 
fear the heats through a journey of five hundred miles 
for you, and my Lydia, more than for myself. — Do 
not forget the watch-chains — bring a couple for a 
gentleman's watch likewise ; we shall lie under great 
obligatioDS to the Abbe M., and must make him such 
a small acknowledgment ; according to my way of 
flourishing, 'twill be a present worth a kingdom to him 
— They have bad pins, and vile needles here — bring 
for yourself, and some for presents — as also a strong 
bottfe-skrew, for whatever Scrub we may hire as butler, 
coachman, &c., to uncork ua our Frontiniac — You will 
find a letter for you at the Lyon D'Aigent—Send for 
your chaise into the court-yard, and see all is right — 
Buy a chain, at Calais, strong enough not to be cut off, 
and let your portmanteau be tied on the forepart of 
your chaise for fear of a dog's tiick — so God bless 
you both, and remember me to my Lydia. 

I am yours affectionately. 



Irttrr f%\tiii. 

To Ih^ sam/:. 

,» T-, Paris, June 17, 1762. 

My Deakest, ^ " ' 

Pkobably you will receive another letter with this, by 
the same post — if so, read this the last — It will be the 



latt you can possibly receive at York, for I hope it wilt 
catch you just aa you are upon the wing — if that should 
happen, 1 suppose in course you have executed the 
contents of it, in all things which relate to pecuniary 
matters, and when these are settled to your mind, you 
will have got through your last difficulty — every thing 
elae will be a step of pleasure, and by the lime you 
have got haif a dozen stages, you will set up your pipes 
and sing Te Deum together, as you whisk it along, — 

Desire Mr C to send me a proper letter of attorney 

by you, he will receive it back by return of post. You 
have done every thing well with regard to our Sutton 
and Stillington affairs, and left things in the best channel 
— if I was not sure you must have long since got my 
mcture, garnets, &c., I would write and scold Mr 

T abominably — he put them in Becket's hands to 

be forwarded by die stage-coach to you, as soon as he 
got to town. — I long to hear from you, and that ail my 
letters and things are come safe to you, and then you 
will say chat I have not been a bad lad — for you will 
find I have been writing continually, as I wished you 
to do — Bring your silver coffee-pot, 'twill serve both 
to give water, lemonade, and orjead — to say nothing of 
coffee and chocolate, which, by the bye, is both cheap and 
good at Toulouse, like other things — I had like to have 
forgot a moat necessary thing, there are no copper tea- 
kettles to be had in France, and we shall find such a 
thing the moat comfortable utensil in the house — buy a 
good strong one, which will hold two quarts — a dish 

of tea will be of comfort to us in our journey south 

I have a bronze tea-pot, which we will carry also — as 
china cannot be brought over from England, we must 
make up a villanous party-coloured tea equipage, to 
regale ourselves, and our English friends, whilst we 
are at Toulouse — I hope you have got your bill from 
BeckeL — There is a good-natured kind of a trader I 



have juBt heard of, at Mr Foley's, who they think will 
be coming off from England to France, with horses, the 
latter end of June. He happened to come over with 
a lady, who is sister to Mr t oley'a partner, and I have 
got her to write a letter to him in London, this post, 

to beg he will seek you out at Mr E 's, and, in 

case a cartel ship does not go off before he goes, to 
take you under his care. He was infinitely friendly, 
in the eame office, last year, to the lady who now 
writes to him, and nursed her on ship-board, and de- 
fended her by land with great good-will. Do not 
say I forget you, or whatever can be conducive to 
your ease of mind, in this journey — I wish I was with 
you, to do these offices myself, and to strew rosea on 
your way — but I shall have time and occasion to shew 
you I am not wanting — Now, my dears, once more 
pluck up your spirits — trust in God — in me — and in 
youi'selves — with this, was you put to it, you would 
encounter all these difficulties ten limes told — ^Write 
instantly, and tell me you triumph over all fears ; tell 
me Lydia is better, and a helpmate to you — You say 
she grows like me — let her shew me she does so in 
her contempt of small dangers, and fighting against the 
apprehensions of them, which is better still. As I 
will not have F.'s share of the books, you will inform 
him so — Give my love to Mr Fothergill, and to those 
true friends which Envy has spared me — and for the 
rest, laiiie:^ paiter — You will find I speak French 
tolerably — but I only wish to be understood. — You 
will soon speak better ; a month's play with a French 
Demoiselle will make Lyd chatter like a magpye. 

Mrs understood not a word of it when she got 

here, and writes me word she begins to prate apace — 
you will do the same in a fortnight — Dear Bess, I have 
a thousand wishes, but have a hope for every one of 
them — you shall chant the same jubilate, my dears, bo 



God bleu you. My duty to Lydia, which implies 
my love too. Adieu, believe me 

Your affect ionaie 

Memoraadum : Bring watch - chains, tea - kettle, 
knives, cookery-book. See. 

You will amile at this last article — so adieu — At 
Dover, the Cross Keys ; at Calais, the Lyon D' Argent 
— the roaster, a Turk in grain. 



I'o Lady D. 

Paris, July 9, 1761. 
I WILL not send yow ladyship the trifles you bid me 
purchase without a line. I am very well pleased with 
Paris — indeed I meet with so many civilities amongst 
the people here, that I must sing their praises — the 
French have a great deal of urbanity in their composi- 
tion, aod to stay a little time amongst them will be 
agreeable. — I splutter French so as to be understood — 
but I have had a. droll adventure here in which my 
Latin was of some service to me — I had hired a chaise 
and a horse to go about seven miles into the country, 
but, Shandeati-lih, did not take notice that the horse 
was almost dead when I took him — Before I got half- 
way, the poor animal dropped down dead — so I was 
forced to appear before the Police, and began to tell 
my story in French, which was, that the poor beast 
had to do with a worse beast than himself, namely kit 
mailer, who had driven him all the day before (Jehu 
like), and that he had neither had corn, or hay, therefore 
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which Mrs E. must do me the honour to wear for my 

wife's sake, who would have got it made up, but that 
Mr Stanhope, the Consul of Algiers, who sets off to- 
/ moraing for LandoD, has been so kind (I 
lady) ss to take charge of it ; aod we had 
but juat lime to procure it : and had we miaaed that 
opportunity, as we should have been obliged to have 
left it behind ua at Paris, we knew not when or how to 
get it to our friend. — I wish it had been better worth 
a paragraph. If there is any thing we can buy or 
procure for you here (intelligence included), you have 
a right to command me — for I am yours, with ray wife 
and girl's kind love to you and Mrs E. 

Lau. Stekne. 



,4- TT Toulouse, August iz, 1762. 

Mv DEAR H. J 6 > / 

By the time you have got to the end of this long letter, 
you will perceive that I have not been able to answer 
your last till now — I have had the intention of doing it 
almost as often as my prayers in my head — 'tia thus we 
use our best friends — What an infamous story is that 
you have told me! — After some little remarks on it, 
the rest of my letter wil! go on, like aiik, **«* — fa 3 
good-natured old easy fool, and has been deceived by 
the most artful of her sex, and she must have abundance 
of impudence and charlaianety, to have carried on such 
a farce. I pity the old man for being taken in for so 
much money — a man of sense I should have laughed 
at — My wife saw her when in town, and she had not 
the appearance of poverty ; but when she wants to melt 
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*"*'« heart, she pots her gold watch and daamoui 
rings in her drawer. — But he might bate been aware of 
her. I could oat hive been mistaken in her character 
—and 'tis odd she ihoold oik. of her wealth G 
and tell another the reverse — so good night to 
About a week or ten days before my wife arrived at 
Paris, I had the same accidem I bad at Cambridge, of 
breaking a vessel in my lung& It happened in the 
night, and I bled the bed full, and finding in the 
morning I was likely to bleed to death, I sent un- 
mediatdy for a surgeon to bleed me at both arms — thi* 
saved me, and, with tying speechless three days, I 
recovered upon my back in bed ; the breach healed, 
and. Id a week after, I got out— This, with my 
weakness and hurrying about, made me think it high 
time to haste to Toulouse. — We have had four months 
of such heats that the oldest Frenchman never renieni- 
bets the like — 'twas as hot as Nebachadatzxar't otwm, 
and never has relaxed one hour — in the height of this, 
'twas our destiny (or rather destruction) to set out by 
way of Lyons, Montpellier, &c., to shorten, I trow, our 
Bufferings-— Good God ! — but 'tis over — and here I am 
in my own house, quite settled by M — 's aid, and good- 
natured otHces, for which I owe him more than I can 
express, or know how to pay at present — 'Tis in the 
prettiest situation in Toulouse, with near two acres of 
garden — the house too good by half for us — well 
furnished, for which I pay thirty pounds a year.— 
have got 3 good cook — my wife a decent femme de 
chambrt, and a good looking laqua'ts — The Abbe has 
plaoaed our expcnces, and set us in such a train, we i 
not easily go wrong— though by the bye, the d — 
is seldom found sleeping under a hedge. Mr Trotter 
dined with me the day before I left Paris — I took care 
to see all executed according to your directions — but 
Trotter, I dare say, by this, has wrote to you — I made 
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him happy beyond expresaion with your Crazy Tales, 
and more so with its froniispiece. — t am in spirits, 
writing a crazy chapter — with my face turned towards 
thy turret — 'Tis dow I wish all warmer climates, 

countries, and every thing else, at , that separates 

me from our paternal seat — ce sera la ou rcposera ma 
eendre — el ee sera la oa mon cousin •oiendra repandrc les 
plcurs dues a noire arailie. — -I am taking asaea milk three 
times a day, and cows milk as often — I long to see thy 
face again once more — Greet the Colonel idndly in my 
name, and thank him cordially from me for his many 
civilities to Madame and Mademoiselle Shandy at York, 
who send all due acknowledgments. The humour ia 
over for France, and Frenchmen, but that ia not enough 
for your aifectionate cousin, 

L. S. 

(A year will tire ua all out, I trow) but thank 
Heaven the post brings me a letter from my Anthony 
— I felicitate you upon what Messrs the ReviewerB 
allow you — they have too much judgment themselves 
not to allow you what you are actually poaseased of, 
" talents, wit, and humour," — Well, write on, my dear 
cousin, and be guided by thy own fancy. — Oh ! how 
I envy you all at Crazy Caatle ! — I could like to spend 
a month with you — and should return back again for 
the vintage. — I honour the man that has given the 
world an idea of our prental seat — 'tis well done — I 
look at it ten times a day with a quando le aspiciam ? — 
Now farewell — ^rememher me to my beloved Colonel — 
greet Panty most lovingly on my behalf, and if Mrs 

C and Miss C , &c., are at G — , greet them 

likewise with a holy kiss — So God bless you. 
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say Dothtng 

of downright overthrows, stops, and ielays, we have 
arrived in three weeks at Toulouse, and are now settled 
ur houses with servants, &c., about us, and look aa 
iposed aa if we had been here seven years. — In our 
journey we suiFered so much from the heata, it gives 
me pain to remember it — I never saw a cloud from 
Paris to Nismea half aa broad aa a twenty-four sols 
piece. — Good God! we were toaated, roasted, griJl'd, 
Btew'd and carbonaded on one aide or other all the 
way — and being all done enough [assa. euits) in the 
day, we were eat up at night by bugs, and other un- 
swept out vermin, the legal inhabitants (if length of 
possession gives right) of every inn we lay at — Can 
you conceive a worse accident than chat in such a 
journey, in the hottest day and hour of it, four miles 
from either tree or shrub which could cast a shade of the 
size of one of Eve's fig leaves — that we should break a 
hind wheel into ten thousand pieces, and be obliged in 
consequence to sit five hours on a gravelly road, without 
one drop of water, or possibility of getting any — To 
mend the matter, my two poatillions were two dough- 
hearted fools, and fell a crying — Nothing was to be 
done ! By heaven, (juoth I, pulling off my coat and 
waistcoat, something shall be done, for I'll thrash you 
both within an inch of your lives — and then make you 
take each of you a horse, and ride like two devils to 
the next post for a cart to carry my baggage, and a 
wheel to carry ourselves — Our luggage weighed ten 
quintala — 'twaa the fair of Baucaire — all the world was 



going, or returning — we were ask'd by every soul who 
paas'd by ua, if we were going to the fair of Baucaire — 
No wonder, q^uoth I, we have goods enough ! voai 

Well ! here we are after all, my dear friend — and 
moat deliciously placed at the extremity of the town, 
in an excellent house well farnish'd, and elegant beyond 
any thing I look'd for — 'Tia built in the form of a 
hotel, with a pretty court towards the town — and 
behind, the best garden in Todouae, laid out in serpen- 
tine walks, and so large, that the company in our 
quarter usually come to walk there in the evenings, for 
which they have my consent — " the more the merrier." 
— The house consists of a good talk a manger above 
stairs joining to the very great lalh a compagnte as 
large as the Baron d'HoIbach's ; three handsome bed- 
chambers with dressing rooms to them — below ataira 
two very good rooms for myself, one to study in, the 
other to aee company. — I have moreover cellars round 
the court, and all other offices — Of the same landlord 
I have bargained to have the use of a country-house 
which he has two miles out of town, so that myself 
and all my family have nothing more to do than to 
take our hats and remove from the one to the other 

My landlord is moreover to keep the gardens in 

order — and what do you think I am to pay for all this J 
neither more or less than thirty pounds a year — all 
things arc cheap in propordon — ao we shall live for 

very very little. — I dmed yesterday with Mr H ; 

he ia most pleasantly situated, and they are all welL — 

Ab for the books you have received for D , the 

bookseller waa a fool not to send the bill along with 
them — I will write to him about it. — I wish you was 
with me for two months ; it would cure you of all evils 
ghostly and bodily — but this like many other wishes 
both for you and myself, muat have its completion 



elaewhere — Adieu, my kind friend, and believe that I 
lore you as much from incliaation as reason, for 



My wife and girl jdn in compliments to you — My 
best respects to my worthy Baron d'Holbach and 
all that society — Remember rae to ray friend Mr 
Fane baud. 



tetter wfH;. 
To /— H— 5—, Eiq. 

Mr DEAR H. Toulouse, Oct. 19.1762. 

I RECEiyED your letter yesterday — so it baa been 
travelling from Crazy Castle to Toulouse foil eighteen 
days — If 1 had nothing to stop me I would engage to 
set out this morning, and knock at Crazy Castle gatea 
in three days leas time— by which time I should find 
you and the Colonel, Faoty, &c., all alone — the season 
I most wish and like to be with you — I rejoice from 
ray heart, down to my reins, that you have snatch'd 
many happy and sunshiny days out of the hands of the 
blue devils — If we live to meet and join our forces aa 
heretofore, we will give these gentiy a drubbing— and 
turn them for ever out of their usurped citadel — som 
legions of them have been put to flight already by you 
operations this last campign — and I hope to have 
hand in dispersing the remainder the first time my dear 
cousin sets up his banners again under the square tower 

But what art thou meditating with axes and 

hammers J — " / hno-m the pride and the naugbt'mat of 
thy heart" and thou lovest the sweet visions of archi- 



traves, friezes and pedimeots with their tympanums, 
and thou hast found out a pretence, a ra'tian de cinq 
cent /ivm iterUng to be laid out in four years, &c. &e. 
{so as not to be felt, which is always added by the 

d 1 as a bait) to justify thyself unto thyself — It 

raay be very wise to do this — but 'tia wiser to keep 
one's money in one's pocket, whilst there are wars 

without and rumours of wars within. St advises 

his disciples to sell both coat and waistcoat — and go 
rathec without shirt or sword, than leave no money in 
their scrip to go to Jerusalem with — Now those quairi 
ans cBnsecuiifi, my dear Anthony, are the most precious 
morsels of thy life to come (in this world), and thou 
wilt do well to enjoy that morsel without cares, 
calculations, and curses, and damns, and debts — -for as 
sure as stone is stone, and mortar is mortar, &c., 'twill 
be one of the many works of thy repentance — But 
after all, if the Fates have decreed it, as you and I have 
some time supposed it on account of your generosity, 
" that yau are ncDir to be a monied man" the decree 
will be fiilfilled whether you adorn your castle and 
line it with cedar, and paint it within side and without 
aide with vermilion, or not — ct cela itant (having a 
bottle of Fronliniac and glass at my right hand) I 
drink, dear Anthony, to thy health and happiness, 
and to the final accomplishments of all thy lunary and 
sublunary projects. — For six weeks together, after I 
wrote my last letter to you, my projects were many 
stories higher, for I was all that time, as I thought, 
journeying on to the other world — I fell ill of an 
epidemic vile fever which killed hundreds about me 
— The physicians here are the errantest charlatans in 
Europe, or the most ignorant of all pretending fools 
— I withdrew what was left of me out of their hands, 
and recommended my affairs entirely to Dame Nature 
— She (dear goddess), has saved me in fifty different 






pinching bouts, and 1 begin to have a kind of enthusiai 
now in her favour, and. in ray own, that one or two 
more escapes will make me believe I shall leave 
all at last by translation, and not by fair death. 1 
DOW stout and foolish again as a happy man can wish 
to be — and am busy playing the fool with my uncle 
Toby, whom I have got souaed over head and ears in 
love. — I have many hints and projects for other works i 
all will go on 1 trust as I wish in this matter. — When 
I have reaped the benefit of this winter at Toulouse — 
I cannot see I have any thing more to do with it ; 
therefore after having gone with my wife and girl to 

Bagnieres, I shall return from whence I came 

Now my wife wants to stay another year to save 
money, and this opposition of wishes, though it will 
not be as sour as lemon, yet 'twill not be as sweet as 
sugar- candy, ^ I wish T — would lead Sir Charles to 
Toulouse ; 'tia as good as any town in the South of 
France — for my own part, 'tis not to my taste — but 
I believe, the ground-work of my cimui is more to 
the eternal platitude of the French characters — little 
variety, no originality in it at all— than to any other 
cause — for they are very civil — but civility itself, in 
that uniform, wearies and bodders one to death — If I 
do not mind, I shall grow most stupid and sententious 
— Miss Shandy is hard at it with music, dancing, and 
French speaking, in the last of which she does i 
mervdlle, and speaks it with an excellent accent, 
considering she practises within sight of the Pyrenean 
Mountains. — If the snows will suffer me, I propose to 
spend two or three months at Barege, or Bagnieres, 
but my dear wife is against aJl schemes of additional 
expcnces — which wicked propensity (tho' not of 
despotic power) yet I cannot suffer — the' by the bye 
laudable enough — But she may talk — I will do my 
way, and she will acquiesce without a word of 



debate on the subject. — Who can say so much in 

praise of his wife ! Few I trow. — M ia out of 

vintaging — so write to nie, Muni'uur Sterne, 
_ " li jiagbii — 'twil! find roc — We are aa niiich 
out of the road of all intelligence here as at the Cape 
of Good Hope — -so write a long nonsensical letter like 
this, now and then, to me — in which say nothing but 
what may be shewn, {tho' I love every paragraph 
and spirited stroke of your pen, others might not) for 
you must know, a letter no sooner arrives from England 
but curiosity is upon her knees to know the contents 

Adieu, dear H,, believe me 

Your affectionate 

We have had bitter cold weather here these fourteen 
days — which has obliged us to sit with whole pagells 
of wood lighted up to our noses — 'tis a dear article — 
but every thing else being extreme cheap, Madame 
keeps an excellent good house, with taupe, bomlli, roll 
— &c. Sec, for two hundred and fifty pounds a year. 



Irtttr wriB- 

To Mr Foley, at Paru. 

,, T, Toulouse, November g, 1762. 

My dear Foley, ^' ' 

I had this week your letter on my table, and 
hope you will forgive my not answering it sooner — and 
even to-day I can but write you ten lines, being engaged 
at Mrs M — 's, I wodd not omit one post more 
acknowledging the favour — In a few posts I will write 
you a long one gratis, that is for love — Thank you for 



r 
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having done what I desired you — and for the future 
direct to me under cover at Monsieur Brousse' 
recave all letters through him more punctual and sooner 
than when left at the post-house 

H 'a family greet you with mine — wt 

much together, and never forget you— forget me n 
the Baron — and all the circle — nor to your domeatic 
circle— 

I am got pretty well, and sport much with my uncli 
T(Ay in the volume I am now fabricating for the 
laughing part of the world — for the melancholy part of it, 
I have nothing but my prayers — bo God heip them. — 
I shall hear from you in a post or two at least after you 
receive this — in the mean time, dear Foley, adieu, 
believe no man wishes or esteems you more than 

L. Sterke. 



Lttttx TXT^ 
To the lami. 

Toulouse, Wednesday, Dec. 3, 1762, 
Dear Foley, 
I HAVE for this last fortnight every post-day gone to 

Messrs B and Sons, in expectation of the plea 

of a letter from you with the remittance I desired _ 
to Bend me here. — When a man has no more than half 
a dozen guineas in his pocket — and a thousand r 
from home — and in a country, where he can as : 
raise the d — 1, as a six livre piece to go to market 
with in case he has changed his last guinea — you will 
not envy my situation — God bless you — remit me the 
baJance due upon the receipt of this. — We are ali ab 
H — 's, practising a play we are to act here this Chi ' 



raas holidays — all the Dramatis Persons are of the 
English, of which we have a happy society living 
together ]ike brothers and sistera — Your banker here 
has just sent me word the tea Mr H. wrote for is to be 
delitered into my hands — 'us all one into whose hands 
the treasure falls — we shall pay Brousse for it the day 
we get it — We join in our most friendly respects, and 
believe me, dear Foley, truly yours, 

L. Sterne. 



ILetttr frphf. 

To Ih ,mm. 

MV D.AX FOLEV, '^^^^■^^^^ I>e<=- 17. 176'- 

The post after I wrote last, I received yours with the 
inclosed draught upon the receiver, for which I return 
you all thanks — I have received this day likewise the 
box and tea all safe and sound — so we shall ail of us 
be io our cups this Christmas, and drink without fear 
or stint. — We begin to live extremely happy, and are 
all together every night — fiddling, laughing and sing- 
ing, and cracking jokes. You will scarce believe the 
news I tell you — There are a company of English 
strollers arrived here, who are to act comedies aU the 
Christmas, and are now busy in making dresses, and 
preparing some of our best comedies — Your wonder 
will cease, when I inform you these strollers are your 
friends with the rest of our society, to whom I pro- 
posed this scheme soulagemciil — and 1 assure you we 
do well. — -The next week, with a grand orchestra, we 
play the Busy Body — and the Journey to London the 
week after ; but I have some thoughts of adapting it 



to our situation — and making it the Journey to Tonl- 
ouse, which, with the change of half a dozen Bcenea, 
may be easily done. — Thus, my dear F., for want of 
something better we have recourse to ourselves, and 
strike out the best amusements we can from such 
materials. — My kind love and friendship to all my 

true friends — My service to the resL H 's family 

have just left me, having been this last week with us, 
— they will be with me all the holidays. — In summer 
we shall visit them, and so balance hospitalities. 



Adiei 



Yours most truly, 
L. Stekhe. 



letter jFFftfi. 

To Ihi mme. 
Dea« Foley, Toulouse, March 29, 1763. 
— Though that's a mistake ! I mean the date of the 
place, for I write at Mr H — 's in the country, and 
have been there with my people all the week — " How 
does Tristram do \ " you say in yours to him — faith 
but so so — the worst of human maladies is poverty — 
though that is a second lie — for poverty of spirit is 
worse than poverty of purse by ten thousand per cent, 
— I inclose you a remedy for the one, a draught of a 
hundred and thirty pounds, for which I insist upon a 
rescripdon by the very return — or I will send you and 

oar commissaries to the d 1. — I do not hear 

they have tasted of one fleshy banquet all this Lent — 
you will make an excellent grille, P — they can make 
nothing of him, but bouillon — I mean ray other two 
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friends no ill — so shall send them a reprieve as they 
acted out of necessity — not choice — My kind respects 
to Baron d'Holbach, and all his household — Say all 
that's kind for me to my other friends — you know 
how much, dear Foley, I am yours, 

L. Sterne. 



I have not five Loui 
coxcombs — My wife's 



:o vapour with 
mpliments. 



] this land of 



Ittttv FFFtiiii. 

To ihe same. 
Dear Foley, Toulouse. April 18, 1763. 

I THANK you for your punctuality in sending me the 
rescriptioc, and for your bos by the courier, which 
came safe by last post. — I was not surprised much 
iwth your account of Lord ■*■*» being obliged to 
give way — and for the rest, all follows in course. — I 
suppose you will endeavour to lish aod catch something 
for yourself in these troubled waters — at least I wish 
you all a reasonable man can wish for himself— which 
is wishing enough for you — all the rest is in the brain 
— Mr Woodhouae (whom you know) is also here — 
he is a most amiable worthy man, and I have the 
pleasure of having him much with me — in a short time 
he proceeds to Italy.— The first week in June, I 
decamp like 3 patriarch with my whole household, to 
pitch our tents for three months at the foot of the 
Pyrenean Hills at Bagniercs, where 1 expect much 
health and much amusement from the 
adventurers from all corners of the 





M sets out, nl the same time, for another part 

the Pyrenean Hills, at Courtray — from whence 
Italy — This is the general plan of operation here — ez 
cept that I have some thoughts of spending the wit 
at Florence, and crossing over with my family 
Leghorn by water — and in April of returning by way 
of Paris home — but this is a sketch only, for in all 
things I am govemed by circumstancea — so that what 
is fit to be done on Monday, may be very unwiK on 
Saturday — On aJl days of the week, believe me youre. 



F.S, — All compliments to my Parisian frienda. 



^^ To lie lamt. 

Mv ».«. Fo™, To"loo.e, April s,, ,763, 
Last post my agent wrote me word he would send up 
from York a bill for fourscore guineas, with orders to 
be pid into Mr Selwin's hands for me. This he said 
he would expedite immediately, so 'as possible you 
may have had advice of it — and 'tis possible also the 
money may not be paid this fortnight ; therefore, as I 
set out for Bagnierca in that time, be so good as to give 
me credit for the money for a few posts or so, and send 
me either a rescription for the money, or a draught for 
it — at the receipt of which, we shall decamp for ten or 
twelve weeks — You will receive twenty pounds more 
on my account, which send also — So much for that — 



I 




aa for pleasure — you have it all amongat you at Paris — 
we hare nothing here which deserves the name — I aha!! 
scarce be tempted to sojourn another winter in Toulouse 
— for I cannot say it suits my health as I hoped — 'tis 
too moist — and I cannot keep clear of agues here — so 
that if I stay the next winter on this side of the water 
— 'twill be either at Nice or Florence — and I shall 
return to England in April— Wherever I am, believe 
me, dear Foley, that I am 

Yours faithfully, 

L. Sterne. 

Madame and Mademoiselle present their best com- 
pliments — Remember me to all I regard, particularly 
Messrs Panchaud, and the rest of your household. 



Lcttci j\. 

To the lami. 

Toulouse, May 21, 1763. 
I TOOK the liberty, three weeks ago, to desire you 
would be so kind as to send rae fourscore pounds, 
having received a letter the same post from my 
agent, that he would order the money to be paid to 

your correspondent in London in a fortnight It is 

some disappointment to me that you have taken no 
notice of my letter, especially as I told you we waited 
for the money before we set out for Bagnieres — and so 
little distrust had I that such a civility would be refused 
me, that we have actually had ail our things packed up 
these eight days, in hourly expectation of receiving a 
letter. — Perhaps ray good friend has waited till he 
heard the money was paid in London — but you might 



have trusted to my honour — that all the caah in 
iron box (and all the bankers in Europe put together) 
could not have tempted me to say the thing that ii 
— I hope before this you will h;ive received an ace 
of the money t>eing paid in London — But it would have 
been taken kindly, if you had wrote me word you 
would transmit me the money when you had received 
it, but no sooner j for Mr R — of Montpeliier, though 
I know him not, yet knows enough of me to have given 
me credit for a fortnight for ten times the sum. 

I am, dear F — , your friend 

and heany well-wisher, 

L. Sterke. 

I saw the fimily of the H yesterday, and aek< 

them if you was in the land of the living — ^They said 
yea — for they had just received a letter from you. — 
After all, T heartily forgive you — for you have done me 
a signal service in mortifying me, and it is this, I 
determined to grow rich upon it. 

Adieu, and God send you wealth and happinea 

' " mpliments to — . Before April next I am obliged 

it your metropolis in my way to England. 



letter rif. 

To the mmc. 
p Toulouse, June 9, 1763. 

moment received yours — consequently the 
It it I sat down to answer it — So much 
inference. 
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Now believe me I had never wrote you bo testy a 
letter, had I not both loved and esteemed you — and it 
was merely in vindication of the rights of friendship 
that I wrote in a way as if I was hurt — for neglect me 
in your heart, I knew you could not, without cause ; 
which my heart told me I never had — or will ever 
give you : — I was the best friends with you that ever I 
was in my life, before ray letter had got a league, and 
pleaded the true excuse for my friend, " That he was 
oppressed with a multitude of business." Go on, my 
dear F., and have but that excuse (so much do I regard 
your interest), that I would be content to suffer a real 
call without fiiture murmuring — but in truth, ray dis- 
appointment waa partly chimerical al the bottom, having 
a letter of credit for two hundred pounds from a person 
I never saw, by me — but which, out of a nicety of 
temper, I would not make any use of — I set out in two 
days for Bagnieres, but direct to me to Brousae, who 
will forward all my letters. — Dear F — , adieu. — 
Believe me 



Ta thi , 







1763. 



Dear. Foley, 

Y just before I was stepping into my chaise for 

, has a strayed fifty pound bill found its way 

I I have sent it to its lawfiil owner inclosed 

— My noodle of an agent, instead of getting Mr Selwin 

to advise you he had received the money (which 

would have been enough), has got a bill for it, and 





ga 

Bern it rambling to the furthest part of I 
me ; and if it had not caught me just no 
have followed me into Spain, for I shall ( 
Pyreneans, aud spend a week in that kingdor 
is enough for a fertile brain to write a volume upon.— 
When I write the history of my travels — Memo- 
randum ! I am not to forget how honest : 
have for a banker at Paris. — But, my dear friend, when] 
you say you dare trust me for what little occasions I"^ 
may have, you have as much faith as honesty— 
more of both than of good policy. — I thank youl 
however ten thousand times — and except such liberty 
as I have lately taken with you — and that too at a 
pinch — I say beyond that I will not trespaas upon 
your good-nature, or friendliness, to serve me. — God , 
bless you, dear F — , 



I a 



yours whilst 



r 



L. Stekne. 



T, the 1 



D.»Foi.v, Montpellier. Oc 5, ,,63. 

I AM ashamed I have not taken an opportunity of thank- 1 
ing you before now, for your friendly act of civility, i 
ordering Brouese, your correspondent at Toulouse, i 
case I should have occasion, to pay me iifleen hundred 
livres — which, as I knew the offer came from youpj 
heart, I made no difficulty of accepting. — In my way^ 
through Toulouse to Marseilles, where wc have been,« 
but neither liking the place nor Aix (particularly thoM 
latter, it being a parliament town, of which Toulouse hatil 
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given me a surfeit), we have returned here, where we 
shall reside the winter — My wife and daughter purpose 
to sUy a year at least behind me ; and when winter ia 
oyer, to return to Toulouse, or go to Moctauban, where 
they will stay till they return, or I fetch them — For 
myself, I shall set out in February for England, where 
my heart has been fied theae six months— but I shall 
stay a fortnight with my friends at Paris ; though I 
venly belicTe, if it was not for the pleasure of seeing 
and chattering with you, I should pass on directly to 
Brussels, and so on to Rotterdam, for the sake of seeing 
Holland, and embark from thence to London — But 1 
must stay a little with those I love and have so many 
reasons to regard — you cannot place too much of this 
to your own score. — I have had an offer of going to 
Italy a fortnight ago— but I must like ray subject aa 
well as the terms, neither of which were to ray mind. 
— Pray what English have you at Paris? where is my 
young friend Mr F — ! We hear of three or four 
English families coming to us here — If I can he 
serviceable to any you woujd serve, you have but to 

write. — Mr H has sent my friend W — 's picwre 

— You have seen the original, or I would have sent it 
you — I believe I shall beg leave to get a copy of my 
own from yours, when I come in propria persona — till 
when, God bless you, my dear friend, and believe me 



t 



Lrttir fliti. 

To Ih: mmi. 

-,, c MoDtpellier, Jan. c, 1764. 

You Bee I cannot pass over the fifth of the month 
without thinking of you, and writing to you — The last 
jg a periodical habit— the first ia from my heart, and 
I do it ofiner than I remember — however, from both 
motives together I maintain I have a right to the 
pleasure of a single line — be it only to tell me how 
your watch goes — You know how much happier it 
would make me to know that all things belonging to 
you went on well. — You are going to have them all to 

yourself (I hear), and that Mr S ia true to his 

firat intention of leaving business — I hope this will 
enable you to accomplish yours in a shorter time, that 
you may get to your long-wtshed-for retreat of tran- 
quillity and silence — When you have got to your fire- 
ride, and into your arm-chair (and, by the bye, have 
another to spare for a friend), and are so much a 
sovereign, as to sit in yoitf furred cap, if you like it, 
though I should not (for a man's ideas arc at least the 
cleaner for being dressed decently), why then it will 
be a miracle if I do not glide in like a ghost upon you 
— and in a very unghostlike fashion help you off with 
a bottle of your best wine. 

January 1 j. — It does not happen every day that a 
letter begun in the most perfect health, should be con- 
cluded in the greatest weakness — I wish the vulgar 
high and low do not say it was a judgment upon me, 
for taking all this liberty with ghasii — Beit as it may 
— I took a ride, when the firat prt of this was wrote, 
towards Pezenas — and returned home in a shivering fit. 
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though I ought to have been in a fever, for 1 had tired my 
beast J and he was as unmoveable as Don Quixotte'a 
wooden horse, and my aim was half dislocated in 
whipping him — This, quoth I, is inhuman — No, says 
a peasant on foot behind me, I'll drive him home — 
HO he laid on his posteriors, but 'twas needless — as 
his face was turned towards Montpellier, he began to 
trot.— But to return, this fever has confined me ten 
days in my bed — I have suffered in this scuffle with 
death terribly — but unless the spirit of prophecy deceive 
me — I shall not die but live — in the mean time, dear 
F., let us live as merrily, but as innocently as we can — 
It has ever been as good, if not better, than a bishop- 
rick to me — and / desire no other — Adieu, my dear 
friend, and believe me yours, 

L. S. 

Please to give the inclosed to Mr T — , and tell him 
I thank him cordially from my heart for his great good- 



littet jllr. 

To the sami. 

Montpellier, Jan. ao [1764}. 
Mv DEAR Friend, 
Hearing by Lord Rochford (who in passing thro' 
here in his way to Madrid has given me a call), that 
my worthy friend Mr Fox was now at Paris — I have 
inclosed a letter to him, which you will present in 
course, or direct to him. — I suppose you are tiill of 
English — but in short we are here as if in another 
world, where unless some scray'd soul arrives, we know 
nothing of what is going on in yours — Lord G r 



96 
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' I had wrote also 
I know you are as busy as a bee, and have few 
moments to yourself — nevertheless bestow one of thenj 
upon an old friend, and write me a line — aod if Mr F. 
is too idle, and has ought to say to me, pray 
second line for him — We had a letter from Miss 
this week, who it seems has decamp'd for ever from' 
Paris — All is for thi best — which is my general reflec- ■ 
tion upon many things in this world- — -Well ! I shall 
shortly come and shake you by the hand in St Sauveur 
— if atil! you are there. — My wife returns to Toulouse, 
and purposes to spend the summer at Bagnieres — I oi 
the contrary go and visit my wife, the church in York- 
shire. — We all live the longer — at least the happier, fat 
having things our own way. — This is ray conjugal maxim 
— I own 'tis not the best of maxima — but I maintain 
'tis not the worst. Adieu, dear F , and hi 

Yours with truth, 



Letter rlbt. 

To Mn F. 



1764. 



Montpellier, Feb. i, 
r AM preparing, my dear Mrs P., to leave Fi 
I am heartily tired of it — That insipidity there is in 
French characters has disgusted your friend Yorick.- 
I have been dangerously ill, and cannot think that the 
sharp air of Montpellier has been of 
and so my physicians told me when they had me under 
their hands for above a month — if you stay any longer 
here. Sir, it will be fatal to you — And why, goodi 



people. 






: kind enough to tell 
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sooner ? — After having dischai'ged them, I told Mra 
Sterne that 1 should set out for England very soon ; 
but as slie chuaes to remain in France for two or three 
years, I have no objection, except that I wish my girl 
in England. — The states of Languedoc are met — 'tis 
a fine raree-shew, with the usual accompanimeots of 
fiddles, bears, and puppet-shews.— I believe I shall 
step into my post-chaise with more alacrity to fly from 
these sights, than a Frenchman would to fly to them — 
and except a tear at parting with my liide slut, I shall 
be in high spirits ; and every step I take that brings me 
nearer England, will I think help to set this poor frame 
to rights. Now pray write to me, directed to Mr F. 
at Paris, and tell me, what I am to bring you over. — 
How do I long to greet all my friends ! few do I value 
more than yourself.— My wife chuses to go to Mont- 
auban, rather than stay here, in which I am truly 
pa»sive.-^-If this should not find you at Bath, I hope 
it will be forwarded to you, as I wish to fulfil your 
commissions — and so adieu — Accept every warm wish 
for yom' health, and believe me ever yours, 

L. Steeni^ 

P.S. — My phyjicians have almost poisoned me with 
what they call bouillons refrakhissants — 'tis a cock 
flayed alive and boiled with poppy seeds, then pounded 
in a mortar, afterwards pass'd thro' a sieve — There is 
to be one crawfish in it, and I was gravely told it 
must be a male one — a female would do me more 
hurt tlian good. 



L 
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Lettet rDiii. 
To Milt Sicme. 

Mv DRA1. LvDU, P«rU,May.s.i764. 

By this time I euppose yow mother and self are fixed 
at Montauban, and I therefore direct to your banker, 
to be delivered to you.— I acquiesced in your staying 
in France — likewise it was your mother's wish — ' 
I must tell you both (that unless your health had 
been a plea made use of) I should have wished you 
both to return with me, — I have sent you the Spec- 
tators, and other books, particularly Mctastaaio ; but I 
beg my girl to read the former, and only make the 
latter her amusement. — I hope you have not forgot ray 
last request, to make no friendships with the French 
women — not that I think ill of them all, but at 
times women of the beat principles are the mos' 
linualing — nay I am so jealous of you, that I should 
be miserable were I to see you had the least grain 
coquetry in your composition.— You have enough to 
do — for I have also sent you a guittat — and as you 
have no genius for drawing (tho' you never could be 
made to believe it), pray waste not your time about it 
— Remember to write to me as to a friend — in short, 
whatever comes into your little head, and then it will 
be natural. — If your mother's rheumatism continues, 
and she chooses to go to Bagnieres, tell her not to be 
stopped for want of money, for my purse shall be as 
open as my heart. I have preached at the Ambassador' 
chapel — Hezekiah* — (an odd subject your mother 
XKill say). There was a concourse of all nations, ; 
religions too. — I shall leave Paris in a. few daya — I 

lodged in the same hotel with Mr T ; they 

■ See this Sermon, foil. 



good and generous souIb — Tell your mother that I 
hope she will write to me, and that when she does so, 
I may also receive a letter from my Lydia. 
Kiss your mother from me, and believe me 



MVD 



To Mr Fohy. 
p, York, August 6, 1764. 



a young lady with whom I have sent a letter 
to you, who wiU arrive at Paris in her way to Italy — 
her name is Miss Tuting ; a kdy known and loved by 
the whole kingdom — if you can be of any aid to her in 
your advice, &c., ae to her journey, &c., your good 
nature and politeness I am sure need no spur from me 
to do it, I was sorry we were like the two buckets of 
a well, whilst in London, for we were never able to be 
bath resident together the month I coutbued in and 

about the environs. If" I get a cough this winter 

which holds me three days, you will certainly see me 
at Paris the week following, for now I abandon every 
thing in this woi'ld to health and to my friends — for 
the last sermon that I shall ever preach, was preach'd 
at Paris — so I am altogether an idle man, or rather a 
free one, which is better. I sent, last post, twenty 
pounds to Mrs Sterne, which makes a hundred pounds 
remitted since I got here. — You must py yourself 
what I owe you out of it — and place the rest to accounu 
— Betwixt this and Lady-day next, Mrs Sterne will 
draw from time to time upon you to about the amount 



of a hundred louis — but not more^(l think) I having 
left her a hundred in her pocket. — But you Eliall always 
have money beforehand of mine — and she purposes to 
spend no fiirther than five thousand livres in the year 
— but twenty pounds this way or that, makes no 

difference between ua. Give my kindest compli- 

raentg to Mr P . I have a thousand things to say 

to you, and would go half way to Paris to tell them 

you in your ear. — The Messrs T , H , &c., 

and many more of your friends with whom I am now, 
send their services — Mine to all friends — Yours, dear 
F., most truly, 

L. Sterne. 



letter pltj. 

To J— H— S—, £jq. 

September 4, 1 764. 
Now, my dear, dear Anthony — I do not think a week 
or ten days playing the good fellow {at this very time) 
at Scarborough so abominable n thing — but if a man 
could get there cleverly, and every soul in his house io 
the mind to try what could be done in furtherance 
thereof, I have no one to consult in this affair — there- 
fore as a man may do worse things, the English of all 
which is this, that I am going to leave a few poor sheep 
here in the wildernees for fourteen days — and from 
pride and naughtiness of heart to go see what is doing 
at Scarborough — stedfastly meaning afterwards to lead 
a new life and strengthen my faith, — Now some folk say 
there is much company there — and some say not — and 
1 believe there is neither the one or the other — but will 
be both, if the world will have but a month's padeoce 
or BO. — No, my dear H , I did not delay sending 



your letter directly ti 
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it. — As there are critical 
olutions in *** humours, 
I knew not what the delay of an hour might hazard — 
I will answer for him, he has seventy times seven for- 
given you — and as often wish'd you at the d — 1. — 
After many oscillations the pendulum will rest firm aa 

I send all kind compliments to Sir C. D and 

G — s. I love them from my soul.^If G 1 is 

with you, him also. — I go on, not rapidly, but well 
enough with my uncle Toby's amours — There is no 
sitting, and cudgelling one's brains whilst the sun 
shines bright — 'twill be all over in six or seven weeks, 
and there are dismal months enow after to endure 
suffocation by a brimstone fire-side. — If you can get to 
Scarborough do. — A man who makes six tons of alum 
ct week, may do any thing — Lord Granby is to be 
there what a temptation ! 



Yours atl^tionately, 

L. Sterne. 



lettei I. 

To tie tame. 
Coxwould — Thursday [Sept 17643. 
Mv DEAR Cousin, 
I AM but this moment returned from Scarborough, 
where I have been drinking the waters ever since the 
races, and have received marvellous strength, had I 
not debilitated it as fast as I got it, by playing the 
good fellow with Lord Granby and Co. too much. 
I rejoice you have been encamp'd at Harrowgate, 
from which, by now, I suppose you are decamp'd — 



I02 LETTERS. 

Otherwise as idle a beast as I have been, I WDiiId^ 
have sacrificed a few days to the god of laughter v 
you and jour jolly seL — I have done nothing gi 
that I know of, since I left you, except pying oiF your j 

guinea and a half to K , in my way thro' York ] 

hither — 1 must try now and do belter — Go on, ; 
prosper for a month. 

Your affectionate 
L. Sterne. 



To Mr Foley, at Paris. 

., T- York, September ig, 1764. 

My DESK Friend, ' f y> / -r 

I HAVING just had die honour of a letter from Miw 
Tuting, full of the acknowledgments of your attention 
and kind services to her i I will not believe these arose 

from the D. of A 's letters, nor mine. Surely 

shf needed no rKommendat'mn— — -the truest and moat 
honest compliment I can pay you, is to say they came 
from your own good heart, only you was introduced, 
to the object — for the rest follow'd in course — How- 
ever let me cast in my mite of thanks to the treasury 
which belongs to good-natured actions. I have been 
with Lord G — y these three weeks at Scarborough — 
the pleasures of which I found somewhat more exalted 
than those of Bagnieres last year. — I am now returned 
to my Philosophical Hut to finish Tristram, which I 
calculate will be ready for the world about Christmas, 
at which time I decamp from hence, and fix my head- 
quarters at London for the winter — unless my cough 
pushes me forwards to your Metropolis — or that I caa 



persuade some gros my Lord to take a trip to you — 
I'll try if I can make him relish the joys of the TtuUeriei, 
Optra Comique, &c. 

I had this week a letter from Mrs Sterne from 
Montauban, in which she tells me she has occasion 
for fifty pounds immediately — Will you send an order 
to your correspondent at Montauban to pay her so 
luch cash— and I will in three weeks send as much 
) Becket — But as her purse is low, frir God's sake 
Ktly. — Now you must do something equally 
—to rectify a mistake in the mind of your 
ideot there, who it eeems gave her a hint not 
"Shal ihettiai siparalcdfrim me for lift" — 
Now aa this is not true in the first place, and may give 
a diaadTantageous impression of her to those she lives 

amongst 'twould be unmerciful to let her, or my 

daughter, suifer by it; — so do be so good as to un- 
deceive him — for in a year or two she proposes (and 
indeed I expect it with impatience from her) to rejoin 
me — and tell them I have all the confidence in the 
world she will not spend more than I can afford, and 
I only mentioned two hundred guineas a year — because 
'twas right to name some certain sum, for which I 
begged you to give her credit — I write to you of all 
my most intimate concerns, as to a brother ; so excuse 
rae, dear Foley. God bless you — Believe me 

Yours affectionately, 

L. SxEItHE. 

Compliments to Mr Panchaud, D'Holbach, &c 




tetter lij. 

Ta Iht samt. 



York, November I 




My deak Fkiend, 
I sKKT ten days ago, a bank bill of thirty pounds to I . , 
Becket, and this post one of sixty — When I get to 
London, which will be in five weeks, you will receive 
what fihall always keep you in bank for Mrs Sterne ; 
in the mean time I have desired Becket to send you 
fourscore pounds, and if my wife, before I get to 
London, should have occasion for fifty louis, let her 
not wait a minute, and if I have not paid it, a week or a 
fortnight I know will break no squares with a good and 
worthy friend. — I will contrive to send you these two 
new volumes of Tristram, as soon as ever I get them 
from the press. — You will read as odd a tour through 
France as ever was projected or executed by traveller, 
or travel- writers, since the world began — 'Tis a laugh- 
ing good-tempered satire against travelling (as puppia 
travel) — Panchaud will enjoy it — I am quite civil to 
your Parisians — et pour cause you know — 'tis likely 1 
may see them in spring — Is it possible for you to get 
me over a copy of my picture any how ? If so, I would 

write to Mademoiselle N to make as good a copy 

from it as she possibly could — with a view to do her 
service here — and I would remit her the price — I really 
believe it would be the parent of a dozen portraits to 
her, if she executes it with the spirit of the original in 
your hands — for it will be seen by many— and as my 
phiz is as remarkable as myself, if she preserves the true 
character of both, it will do her honour and service too. 
— Write me a line about this, and tell me you are 
well and happy — Will you present my kind respects to 
the worthy Raron — I shall send him one of the best 



upresaions of my picture from Mr Reyciolds's — another 
' Monsieur P . My love to Mr S n and 



To J— H— 



: Eiq. 

Nov. 13, 1764. 



Dear, dear Cousin', 
'Tis a church militant week with me, full of marches, 
a ad countermarch era — and treaties about Stillington 
common, which we are going to inclose — otherwise I 
would have obeyed your summons — and yet I could not 
well have done it this week neither, having received a 
letter from C — , who has been very ill ; and is coming 
down to stay a week or ten days with me — Now I know 
he is ambitious of being better acquainted with you ; and 
longs from his soul for a sight of you in your own castle. 
I cannot do otherwise than bring him with me — nor can 
I gallopaway and leave him an empty house to pay a virit 
to from London, as he comes half express to see me. — 
I thank you for the care of my northern vintage — I 
fear after all I must give it a fermentation on the other 
side of the Alps, which is better than being on the lees 
with it — but miii merront — yet I fear as it has got such 
hold of my brain, and comes upon it like an armed man 
31 nights — I must give way for quietness sake, or be 
hag-ridden with the conceit of it all my life long — I 
have been Miss-ridden this last week by a couple of 
romping girls [bien mitet el comme iifaat) who might as 
well have been in the house with me (diough perhaps 
not, my retreat here is too quiet for ihcm), but they 



io6 

have taken up all my time, and have given my judgment 
and fancy more airings than they wanted. — These 
things accord not well with flermon-making — but 'tis 
my vile errantry, as Sancho says, and that is all that 
can be made of it. — I trust all goes swimmingly on 
with your alum ; that the works amuse you, and call 
you twice out (at least) a day. — I shall see them I 
trust in ten days, or thereabouts — If it was any way 
possible, I would set out this moment, though I have 
no cavalry — {except a she Ass). Give all friendly re- 
spects to Mrs C. and to Col. H — 's, and the garrison, 
both of Guisbro and Skelton. — I ara, dear Anthony, 



To Mr Foley, at P. 
„ p York, November 16, 1764. 

Three posts before I had the favour of yours (which 
is come to hand this moment) I had wrote to set Mrs 
Sterne right in her mistake — That you had any money 
of mine in your hands — being very sensible that the 
hundred pounds I had sent you, through Becket's hands, 
was but about what would balance with you — The 
reason of her error was owing to my writing her word, 
I would send you a bill in a post or two for fifty pounds 
— which, my finances failing short just then, I deferred 
— so that I had paid nothing to any one — but wa: 
however, come to York this day, and I have sent you 
draught for a hundred pounds — in honest truth, a fort- 
night ago I had not the cash — but I am as honest a 
king (as Sancho Panca says), only not 10 rich. 



Therefore if Mra Sterne should wimt thirty louia 
more, let her have them — aod I will balance all (which 
will not be much) with honour at Christmas, when I 
shall be in London, having now just finished my two 
volumes of Tristram. — I have some thoughts of going 
to Italy this year — at least I shall not defer it above 

another. 1 hai'e been with Lord Granby, and with 

Lord Shelburne, but am now sat down till December 
in my sweet retirement. — I wish you was sat down as 

happily, and as free of all worldly cares In a few 

years, my dear F., I hope to see you a real country 
gentleman, though not altogether exiled from your 
friends in London — there I shall spend every winter 
of my life, in the same lap of contentment, where I 
enjoy myself now — and wherever I go — we must bring 
three parts in four of the treat along with ua — In short, 
we must be happy within — and then few things with- 
out us make much difference — This is my Shandean 
philosophy. — You will read a comic account of my 
journey from Calais, through Paris, to the Garonne, 
in these volumes — my friends tell me they are done 
with spirit — —it must apeak for itself — Give my kind 

respects to Mr Selwin and ray friend Panchaud 

When you see Baron d'Holbach, present him my 
respects, and believe me, dear F., 



r 



To Darvid Garrici, Esq. 

T-, ,-, London, March 16, 176s. 

Dear Garrick, ' ' / J 

I THREATENED you With a letter in one I wrote 3 few 

weeks ago to Foley, but (to my shame be it spoken) 

I lead such a life of dissipation I have never had a 

moment to myself which has not been broke in upon, 

by one engagement or impertinence or another — and as 

plots thicken towards the latter end of a piece, I find, 

unless I take pen and ink just now, I shall not be able 

to do it, till cither I am got into the country, or you to 

the city. You are teized and tormented too much by 

youi' correspondents, to return to us, and with accounts 

how much your friends, and how much your Theatre 

wants you — so that I will not magnify either our loss 

or yours — but hope cordially to see you soon. — Since 

I wrote last I have frequently slept into your house — 

that is, as frequently as I could take the whole party, 

where I dined, along with me — This was but justice 

to you, as I walked in as a wit — but with regard to 

myself, I balanced the account thus — I am sometimes 

in my friend 's house, but he is always in Tristram 

Shandy's — where ray friends say he will continue (and 

I hope the prophecy true for my own immortality), 

even when he hiraself is no more. 

I have had a lucrative winter's campaign here — 

Shandy sella well — I am taxing the public with twc 

more volumes of Sermons, which will more than double 

the gains of Shandy — It goes into the world with a 

prancing list at toute la noblesse — which will bring me 

in three hundred pounds, exclusive of the sale of the 

copy — so that with all the contempt of money which 

mafa^on dc penser has ever impressed on me, 1 shall be 



rich in spite of myself : but I scorn, you muai know, 
in the high Ion I take at present, to pocket all this 
trash — I set out to lay a portion of it out in the service 
of the world, in a tour round Italy, where I shall 
spring game, or the deuce is in the dice, — In the 
beginning of September I quit England, that I may 
avail myself of the lime of vintage, when all nature is 
joyous, and so saunter philosophically for a year or so, 
on the other side the Alps. — I hope your pilgrimages 
have brought Mrs Garrick and yourself back a la Jlcur 
de jeuneue~^irj you both long feel the sweets of it, 
and your friends with you. — Do, dear friend, make ray 
kindest wishes and compliments acceptable to the best 
and wisest of the daughters of Eve — You shall erer 
believe, and ever find me afiectiooately yours, 

L. Sterne. 



telKr iDi. 

To ihc lami. 

Bath, April 6, 1765. 
I scALF you 1 — my dear Garrick ! my dear friend ! 
foul be&l the man who hurts a hair of your bead ! — 
and 80 full was I of that very sentiment, that my letter 
had not been put into the post-oiEee ten minutes, before 
my heart amote me ; and I sent to recal it — but foiled 
— You are sadly to blame. Shandy ! for this, quoth I, 
leaning with my head on my hand, as I recriminated 
upon my false delicacy in the aifair — Garrick's nerves 
(if he has any left) are as fine and delicately spun as 
thy own — his sentiments as honest and friendly — thou 
knowest. Shandy, that he loves thee — why wilt thou 
hazard him a moment's pain ? Puppy ! fool, coxcomb. 



jack-asa, &c Sec. — and so I balanced the account to 
your favour, before I received it drawn up in your tiiay 
— I sayjioar way — for it is not stated so much to your 
honour and credit, as I had passed the account before 
— for it was a moat lamented truth, that I never re- 
ceived one of the letters your friendship meant m^ 
except whilst in Paris — Oh ! how I cnngratulate you 
for the anxiety the world has, and continues to be 
under, for your return. — Return, return to the few who 
love you, and the thousands who admire you. — The 
moment you set your foot upon your stage — mark. 1 1 
tell it you — by some magic irresisted power, every fibre 
about your heart will vibrate afresh, and as strong and 
feelingly as ever — Nature, with glory at her back, will 
light up the torch within you — and there is enough of 
it left, to heat and enlighten the world these many, 
many, many years. 

Heaven be praised ! (I utter it from ray soul) that 
your lady, and my Minerva, is in a condition to walk 
to Windsor — fiill rapturously will I lead the graceful 
pilgrim to the leraplc, where I will sacrifice with the 
purest incense to her — but you may worship with me, 
or not — 'twili make no difference either in the truth or 
warmth of my devotion — still (after all I have seen) I 
still maintain her peerless. 

Powel ! good Heaven ! — give me some one with leas 
smoke and more fire — There are who, like the Phari- 
sees, still think they shall be heard for miirl! speaking 
— Come — come away, my dear Garriek, and teach ua 
another lesson. 

Adieu ! — I love you dearly — and your lady better 
— not hobbihorsically — but most sentimentally and 
affecdonately — for I am yours (that is, if you never say 

another word about ) with all the sentiments of 

love and friendship you deserve from me, 

L. Sterne. 




letter [Hit. 

To Mr Foley. 

My DEAR FoLEV. Bath. Apra IS. 1765- 

My wife tells me she has drawn for one hundred 
pounds, and 'tis lit that you should be paid it that 
minutE — the money is now in Becket's hands — send 
me, my dear Foley, my account, chat I may discharge 
[he balance to this time, and know what to leave in 
your hands — I have made a good campaign of it this 
year in the field of the literati — my two volumes of 
Trietram, and two of Sermons, which I shall print 
very soon, will bring me a considerable sum. — Almost 
all the nobility in England honour me with their 
names, and 'tis thought it will be the largest and most 
splendid list which ever pranced before a hook, since 
aiibBcripdons came into feshion, — Pray present my most 

sincere compliments to Lady H , whose name I 

hope to insert with many others. — As so many men of 
geniua favour me with their names also, I will (juarreE 
with Mr Hume, and call him Deist, and what not, 

unless I have his name too. — My love to Lord W ■. 

Your name, Foley, I have put in as a free-will offering 
of my labours — your list of subscribers you will send — 
'tis but a crown for sixteen sermons — -Dog cheap ! but 
I am in quest of honour, not money. — Adieu, adieu, — 
believe me, dear Foley, 

Yours truly, 




To Mr fV. 



f 

^^H Coxwould, May 13, 1765. 

1^^ At thia moment I am aitting in ray summcr-holll 
with my head and heart fui], not of ray uncle Toby's 
amours with the widow Wadman, but my aerraons — 
and your letter has drawn rae out of a pensive mood — the 
spirit of it f^catilh me — but in thia solitude, what can I 
tell or write to you but about myself — I am glad that 
you are in love — 'twill cure you at least of the spleen, 
which has a bad effect on both man and woman — I 
myself must ever have some Dulcinea in my head — it 
harmonises the soul — and in those cases I first endeavour 
to make the lady believe so, or rather I begin first to 
make myself believe that I am in love — bat I carry on 
my affairs quite in the French way, sentimentally — 
"Famour" fsaythey) "n'eil rien lani lenlimenl" — Now 
notwithstanding they make such a pother about the 
tvord, they have no precise idea annex'd to it — And 
SD much for that same subject called love. — I must tell ' 

you how I have just treated a French gentleman of ' 

fortune in France, who took a liking to my daughter — 1, 

Without any ceremony (having got ray direction from ; 

my wife's banker] he wrote me word that he was in 
love with my daughter, and desired to know what 
fortime I would give her at present, and how much at 
my death — by the bye, I think there was very little 
tenUmmt on hh iidc-~My answer was, " Sir, I shall 
give her ten thousand pounds the day of marriage — my 
calculation is as follows — she is not eighteen, you are ,1 

iijtty-two — there goes five thousand pounds — then. Sir, '1 

you at least think her not ugly — she has many accom- 
plishmi-nts, speaks Italian, French, plays upon the 

■ ■ 



guittar, and as I fear you pky upon no iQSU'umeDC 
er, 1 think you will be happy to take her at my 
as, for here finishes the account of the ten thousand 
pounds" — I do notauppoae but he will take this as I 
mean, that is — a flat refusal. — I have had a parsonage 
house burnt down by the carelessness of my curate'a 
wife— aa soon as I can I must rebuild it, I trow— but 
I lack the means at present — yet I am never happier 
than when I have not a shilling in my pocket — for when 
I have I can never call it my own. — Adieu, ray dear 
friend — may you enjoy better health than me, tho' not 
better spirits, for that is impossible. 



My compli;r 



To Mt Foley, at Paris. 
My DEAR S«. _ Y<,rk,Julyi3. 1765. 

I WROTE some time in spring, to beg you would favour 
me with my account. I believe you was set out from 
Paris, and that Mr Garrick brought the letter with him 
— which posaibly he gave you. In the hurry of your 
business you might forget the contents of it ; and in the 
hurry of mine in town (though I called once) I could 
not gel to see you. I decamp for Italy in September, 
and shall see your face at Paris, you may be sure — but 
I shall see it with more pleasure when I am out of debt 
— which is your own fault, for Becket has had money left 
in his hands for that purpose. — Do send Mrs Sterne 




her two last volumes of Triatram ; they arrived vrith 
yours in Spring, and she complaiog she has not got 
them — My beat services to Mr Panchaud. — I am busy 
composing two volumes of sermons — they will be printed 
in September, though I fear not time enough to bring 
them with mc. Your name ts amongst the list of a few 
of my honorary subscribers — who subscribe for love. 
If you see Baron d'Holbach, and Diderot, present 
them— If the Baron wants any English 
let me know, and I will bring them with 



my respects i 
books, he wi! 
mc — ^Adieu. 



I am truly your 



To the jami. 

DearSir, London, October 7. 1765- 

It is a terrible thing to be in Paris without a perriwig 
on a man's head ! In seven days from the date of this, 
I should be in that case, unless you tell your neighbour 
Madame Requiere to get h?r ion mart de me fmre mi 
ptruque a baurtr, mi m'icax — c'at-a-i/irc — uae la plus ex- 
traordmnire — la plus jolie — la plui genliltc — et la plat — 

— Mais qu'importe ? fa! Phonneur rTelre grand cri- 
tique — ct Ucit diddle encore dam la t^airrs depmiqucs 
— and in one word that he gets it done in five days 
after notice — 

I beg pardon for this liberty, my dear friend, and 
for the trouble of forwarding this by the very next 
post — If my friend Mr F. is in Paris, my kind love 
to him, and respects to all others — in sad haste — 
Yours trtdy, 

L. Stsrne. 



I have pid into Mr Becket's haads six huadred 
pounds, which you may draw upon at sight, according 
as either Mrs Sterne or myself make it expedient. 



J 



To Mr Panchaud, al ParU. 
Beau Point Valsin, November 7, 1765. 

I FORCOT to desire you to forward whatever letters 
came to your hand to your banker at Rome, to wait for 
me against I get there, as it is uncertain how long I may 
stay at Turin, &c. &c.} at present I am held prisoner 
in this town by the sudden swelling of two pitiful rivu- 
lets from the snows melting on the Alps — so that we 
cannot either advance to them, or retire back again to 
Lyons — for how long the gentlemen who are my 
fellow-travellers, and myself, shall languish in this state 
of vexatious captivity, heaven and earth surely know ; 
for it rains as if they were coming together to aetde 
the matter. — I had an agreeable journey to Lyons, and 
a joyous time there ; dining and supping every day at 
the commandant's — Lord F. W, I left there, and about 
a dozen English — If you see Lord Osaory, Lord 
William Gordon, and my friend Mr Crawford, re- 
member me to them — if Wilkes is at Paris yet, I send 
him all kind wishes — present my compliments as well 

as thanks to my good friend Miss P , and believe 

me, dear Sir, with all truth, yours, 

L. Sterne. 



letter Irii. 

7 b ibf same. 

DU.S111, Tain, Ncembtr IS, 176s. 

After many diificulticB I have got here safe and sound 
— tho' eight days in passing the mountains of Saroy. 
— I am stopped here for ten days by the whole country 
betwixt here and Milan being laid under water by 
continual mos — but I am very happy, and have found 
my way into a dozen houses already — To-morrow I 
am to be presented to the King, and when that cere- 
mony is over, I shall have my hands full of engage- 
ments — No English here but Sir James Macdonald, 
who meets with much respect, and Mr Ogiiby. We 

are all together, and shall depart in peace together 

My kind services to all — pray forward the inclosed — 

Yours most truly. 



Lettet Ipti;. 

To the same. 

r, p Turin, November 28, I76(. 

Dear Sh, • ' j 

1 AM just leaving this place with Sir James Macdonald 
for Milan, S:c. — We have spent a joyous fortnight 
here, and met with all kinds of honours — and with 
regret do we both bid adieu — but health on my side — 
and good sense on his — say 'tis better to be at Rome 
— you say at Paris — but you put variety out of the 
question. — I intreat you to forward tht; inclosed to 



Mr« Sterne — My compliments to all friends, more 
particularly to those I most Talue (that includes Mr F. 
if he is io Paris). 

I am yours moat truly, 



letter Iptl). 

To tht sam^. 
T» n Florence, December 18, 1765. 

I HAVE been a month passing the plains of Lombardy 
—stopping in my way at Milan, Parma, Placenza, and 
lologna — with weather as delicious as a kindly April 
in England, and have been three days in crossing a 
part of the Apennines covered with thick snow — Sad 
transition ! — I stay here three days to dine with our 

Plenipo Lords T d and C r, and in five days 

shall tread the Vatican, and be introduced to all the 
Saints in the Pantheon. — I stay but fourteen days to 
pay these civilities, and then decamp for Naples. — Pray 
send the inclosed to my wife, and Becker's letter to 
London. 

Yours truly, 

L. Sterke, 



tetter [pli. 

To Miji SUrm 



My dear GiiiL, ^"P'^"* ^"''"'"'y 3. 1 766- 
Your letter, my Lydia, has made me both laugh and 
cry. — Sorry am I that you are both so afflicted with 



o fly from || 



the ague, and by all means I wish you both t( 
Toura, because I remember it is situated between two 
rivers, la Loire, and le Cher — which must occasion 
fogs, and damp unwholesome weather — therefore for 

■ the same reason go not to Bourges en Bresae — 'tis as 
Tile a place for agues. — I find myself infinitely better 
than I was — and hope to have added at least ten years 
to my life by this journey to Italy — the climate is 
heavenly, and I find new principles of health in me, 
which I have been long a stranger to — but trust me, 
my Lydia, I will find you out, wherever you are, in 
May. Therefore I beg you to direct to me at Bellooi'a 
at Rome, that I may have some idea where you will be 

then. — The account you give me of Mrs C is truly 

amiable, I shall ever honour her — Mr C. is a diverting 
companion — what he said of your little French admirer 

was truly droll — the Marquis de is an impostor, 

and not worthy of your acquaintance — he only pre- 

■ tended to know me, to get introduced to your mother 
— I desire you will get your mother to write to Mr C. 
that I may discharge every debt, and then, my Lydia, 
if I live, the produce of my pen shall be yours — If fate 
reserves me not that — the humane and good, part for 
thy fether's sake, part for thy own, will never abandon 
thee ! — If your mother's health will permit her to retuni 
with me to England, your summers I will render as 
agreeable as I can at Coxwould — your winters at York 
— you know my publications call me to London. — If 
Mr and Mrs C — are sull at Tours, thank them from 
me for their cordiality to my wife and daughter. I 

fchave purchased you some little trifles, which I shall 
give you when we meet, as proofs of affection from 




f 



Letter iFOi. ! 

To J— H— S—, Eiq. 

My dear H., '^''P'^^' ^^'"■'^'7 5' '7'^*^- 

'Tis an age since I have heard from you— but as I 
read the London Chronicle, and l3nd no tidings of your 
death, or that you are even at the point of it, I take it, 
as I wish it, that you have got over thus much of the 
winter free from the damps, both of climate and spirits ; 
and here I am, as happy as a king after all, growing 
fat, sleek, and well liking — not improving in stature, but 
in breadth. — We have a jolly carnival of it — nothing 
but operas- — ^punchinelloes — featinoes and masquerades 
— We (that is, noui autres) are all dressing out for one 
this night at the Princess Francavivalla, which is Co be 
superb. — The English dine with her (exclusive) ; and 
so much for small chat — except that I saw a litde 
comedy acted last week with more expression and 
spirit, and true character, than I shall see one hastily 
again. — I stay here till the holy week, which I shall 
pass at Rome, where I occupy myself a month — My 
plan was to have gone from thence for a fortnight to 
Florence — and then by Leghorn to Marseilles directly 
home — but am diverted from this by the repeated pro- 
posals of accompanying a gentleman, who is returning 
by Venice, Vienna, Saxony, Berlin, and so by the Spaw, 
and thence through Holland to England — 'tis with Mr 
E. I have known him these three years, and have 
been with him ever since I reach'd Rome ; and as I 
know him to he a good-hearted young gentleman, I 
have no doubt of making it answer both his views and 
mine — at least I am persuaded we shall return home 
together, as we set out, with friendship and good-will. 
— Write your next letter to me at Rome, and do me 




the folIowiDg favour if it lies in your way, which I think 
it does — to get me a letter of recommendation to our 
Ambaaaador (Lord Stormont at Vieona). I have not 
the honour to be known to his Lordship, but Lords 

P or H , or twenty you better know, would. 

write 3 certificate for me, importing, that I am not faJleo 
out of the clouds. If this will coat my cousin little 
trouble, do inclose it in your next letter to me at 
Belloni. — You hare left Skellon I trow a month, and 
I fear have had a most sharp winter, if one may judge of 
it fiom the severity of the weather here, and all over 
Italy, which exceeded any thing known till within 
these three weeks, that the sun has been as hot as we 
could bear it. — Give ray kind services to my friends — 
especially to the household of feith — my dear Garland 
— to Gilbert — to tlie worthy Colonel — to Cardinal 

S , to my fellow-labourer Paniagruel — dear cousic 

Antony, receive my kindest love and wishes. 



Your 



affectionately, 
L. Sterne. 



tttttv iFttii. 

To Mr Fohy, at ParU. 

Dear S.r, ^'P'^'' ^^^^'^V ^' '766- 

I DESIKG Mrs Sterne may have what cash she wants 
— if she has not received it before now : she sends 
me word she has been in want of cash these three 
weeks — be so kind aa to prevent this uneasiness 



J 
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to her — which is doubly bo to me. — I have made 
very little use of your letters of credit, hnving since 
I left Paris taken up no more money than about 
fifty louis at Turin, as much at Rome — and a few 
ducats here— and aa I now travel from hence to Rome, 
Venice, through Vienna to Berlin, Sec, with a gentle- 
man of fortune, I shall draw for little more till my 
return — so you will have always enough to spare for 
my wife. — The beginning of March be so kind as to 
let her have a hundred pounds to begin her year 

There are a good many English here, very few in 
Rome, or other parts of Italy. — The air of Naples 
agrees very well with me — I shall return &t — my 
friendship to all who honour me with theirs — Adieu, 
my dear friend — I am ever yours, 

L. Stkrne. 



Letter lp\tiii. 

To Mr Paitcbaad, at Paris. 
De-ir Sir, ^^V^^i, February 1 4, 1766. 

I WROTE last week to you, to desire you would let 
Mrs Sterne have what money she wanted — it may 
happen, as that letter went inclosed in one to her at 
Tours, that you will receive this first — I have made 
little use of your letters of credit, as you will see by 
that letter, nor shall I want much (if any) till you 
see me, as I travel now in company with a gentle- 
man — however, as we return by Venice, Vienna, 
Berlin, &c., to the Spaw, I should be glad if you 
will draw me a letter of credit upon some one at 
Venice, to the extent of fifty louis — but I am per- 
suaded I shall not want half of them — however, id 
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case of aiekneiia or accidents, one v 
long a route without money in one's pocket, — The 
bankers here are not so conacientiouB as my friend P. ; 
they would make me pay twelve pe 
to get a letter here. — I beg your letters, &C., may be 
inclosed to Mr Wataon at Venice — where we shall' 
be in the Ascension — I have received much benefit 
from the air of Naples — but quit it to be at Rome 
before the holy week. — There are about five-aDd- 
twenty English here — but most of them will be de- 
camp'd in two months — there are scarce a third of' 
the number at Rome — I suppose therefore that Paris 
is fijll — my warmest wishes attend you — with my 
love to Mr F. and comjillments to all — I am, dear 
Sir, very faithfiilly, 

L. Sterne. 

Sir James Macdonald is in the house with m 
and is just recovering a long and most cruel fit of ll 



letter Ipfp. 
To J— H— S—, E,q. 

Dea« Antony, ^^^ ^!' "^^'^ ^'J''" l^''^^^' 
Mv desire of seeing both my wife and girl has turn' 
me out of my road towards a delicious Chateau a 

the Countess of M , where I have been pat* 

riarching it these seven days with her ladyship, and 
half a dozen of very handsome and agreeable ladies 
— her ladyship has the best of hearts — a, valuable 
present not given to every one. To-morrow, wit] 
regret, I shall quit this agreeable circle, and post i 



and day to Paris, where I shal! arrive in two 
days, and just wind myself up, when I am there, 
enough to roll on to Calais — so I hope to sup with 
you the king's birth-day, according to a plan of sixteen 
days standing. — Never man haa been such a wildgoose 
chace after a wife as I have been — after having sought 
her in live or six different towns, I found her at last in 
nchi Compie — Poor woman ! she was very cordial, 
&C., and begs to sMy another year or so — my Lydia 
pleases me much — I found her gready improved in 
every thing I wished her — I am most unaccountably 
well, and most unaccountably nonsensical — -'tis at 
least a proof of good spirits, which is a sign and token 
given me in these latter days, that I must take up 
again the pen — In faith, I tiiink I shall die with it 
in my hand, but I shall live these ten years, my 
Antony, notwithstanding the fears of my wife, whom 
I left moat melancholy on that account. This ts a 
delicious part of the world ; most celestial weather, 
and we lie all day, without damps, upon the grass — 
and that is the whole of it, except the inner man (for 
her ladyship is not stingy of her wine} is inspired 
twice a day with the best Burgundy that grows upon 
the mountains which terminate our lands here. — Surely 
you will not have decamped to Crazy Castle before 
I reach town— The summer here is set in in good 
earnest — 'tis more than we can say for Yorkshire-^ 
I hope to hear a good tale of your alum-works — 
have you no other works in hand ? I do not expect 
to hear from you, so God prosper you — and all your 
undertakings. — I am, my dear cousin, 

Most affectionately yours, 

L. Sterne. 

Remember me to Mr G , Cardinal S , the 

CoL, Sec. &C. &c. 



To Mr Panehaud, at Ft 



^ 



jj g York, June a8, 1766, 

I WROTE Jast week to Mr Becket to discharge the 
balance due 10 you — and I have received a letter from 
him, Celling me, that if you will draw upon him for one 
hundred and sixty pounds, he will punctudly pay it to 
your order — so send the draughts when you please. — 
Mrs Sterne writes me word, she waola fifty pounda — 
which I desire you will let her have. — I will take care 
to remit it to your correspondent — I have such an 
entire confidence in my wife, that she spends as little 
as she can, though she is confined to no particular sum 
— her expenses wil! not exceed three hundred pounds 
a year, unless by ill health, or a journey — and I am 
very willing she should have it — and you may rely, in 
:r happens that she should draw for fifty or a 
hundred pounds extraordinary, that it and every demand 
shall be punctually paid — and with proper thanks ; and 
for this the whole Shandean family are ready to stand 
ui'ity. — 'Tis impossible to tell you how sorry I was 
that my afl^irs hurried me so quick through Paris, as 
to deprive me of seeing my old friend Mr Foley, and 
of the pleasure I proposed in being made known to his 
better half — but I have a piobability of seeing him tl ' 
:r. — Adieu, dear Sir, and believe me 

Most cordially yours, 

L. Sterne. 

P.S. — Mrs Sterne is going to Chalons, but your letter 
will find her, I believe, at Avignon — She is very 
poorly — and my daughter writes to me, with sad grief 
of heart, that she is worse. 



A 



I 



To Mr S. 

y. q Coxwould, July 23, 1766. 

One might be led to think that there is a fatality re- 
garding uB — we make a]ipointments to meet, and for 
these two years have not seen each other's face but 
twice — we must try, and do better for the liiture — 
Having sought you with more zeal, than C . . . . 
sought the Lord, in order to deliver you the books you 
hade me purchase for you at Paris — I was forced to 
pay carriage for them from London down to York — 
but as I shall neither charge you the books nor the 
carriage — 'tis not worth talking about. — Never man, 
my dear Sir, has had a more agreeable lour than your 
Yorieic — and at present I am in my peacefiil retreat, 
writing the ninth volume * of Tristram — I shall publish 
but one this year, and the next I shall begin a new work 
of four volumes, which when finished, I shall continue 
Tristram with fresh spirit. What a difference of scene 
here ! But, with a disposition to be happy, 'tis neither 
this place, nor t'other, that renders us the reverse. — In 
short, each man's happiness depends upon himself — he 
is a fool if he does not enjoy it. 

Whnt are you about, dear S .' Give me some 

account of your pleasures — you had better come to me 
for a fortnight, and I will shew, or give you (if need- 
ful), a practical doae of my philosophy; but I hope 
you do not want it — if you did — 'twould be the office 
of a friend to give it — Will not even our races tempt 
You see I use all arguments — Believe me yours 






Laurence Stekne. 

* Alluding (0 [be first edilian. 
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Ittttr Itfii. 

To Mr PanehauJ, at Paris. 

Coxwould, September zi, 1766. 



If Mrs Steroe should draw upon you for fifty louis 
d'ors, be so kind as to remit her the money — and pray 
be BO good as not to draw upon Mr Becket for it (aa 
he owes mc nothing), but favour me with the draught, 

which I will pay 10 Mr Selwin. A young ooble- 

man is now negoctating a jaunt with mc for six weeks, 
about Christmas, to the Fauxbourg de St Gennain — I 
should like much to be with you for bo long — and if 
my wife should grow worse (having had a very poor 
account of her in my daughter's last), I cannot chink 
of her being without me — iind however expensive the 
journey would be, I would Hy to Avignon to administer 
consolation to both her and my poor girl — Wherever 
I am, believe me, dear Sir, 

L. Stekn] 

My kind compliments to Mr Foley : though I have 
not the honour of knowing his rib, I sec no reason why 
I may rot present all due respects to the better half of 
so old a friend, which I do by these presents — with my 
friendliest wishes to Miss P. 



To Mr Foliy, at Parh. 

Coxwouid, October 25, 1766. 
Mv DEAR. Foley, 

D you would be ao good as to remit to Mrs 
Sterne fifty louis, a month ago — I dare say you have 
done it — but her illaess must have cost her a good 
deal — therefore having paid the last fifty pounds into 
Mr Selwin's hands, I beg you to send her thirty 
guineas more — for whicii I aeud a bank bi!] to Mr 
Becket by this post — but surely had I not done bo, 
you would not stick at it— for be assured, my dear 
Foley, that the First Lord of the Treasury is nrither 
more able or more willing (nor perhaps half so punctual) 
in repaying with honour all I ever can be in your 
books. — My daughter says her mother is very ill — 
and I fear going fast down by all accounts — 'tis melan- 
choly in her situation to want any aid that is in my 
power to give — do write to her — and believe me, with 
all compliments to your Hotel, 

Yours very truly, 

L. Sterne. 



^ 



To Mr Pa. 



uJ. 



I. (. York, November 25, 1766. 

I JUST received yours — and am glad that the bal- 
ance of accounts is now paid to you — Thus far 
all goes well — I have received a letter from my 



daughter with the pleasing tidings Chat she thinks her 
mother out of danger — and that the air of the country 
is delightful (excepting the windu) ; but the descrip- 
tion of the Chateau my wife has hired is really pretty 
— on the aide of the Fountain of Vaucluse — with 
seven rooms of a floor, half furnished with tapestry, 
half with blue taffety, the permission to fish, and to 
have game ; so many partridges a week, &c. j and the 

gice — guess ! sixteen guineas a year — there's for you, 
. Ahout the latter end of next month, ray wife will 
have occasion for a hundred guineas — and pray be so 
good, my dear Sir, as to give orders that she may not 
be disappointed — she is going to spend the Carnival 
at Marseilles at Christmas — I shall be in London by 
Christmas week, and then shall balance this remittance 

to Mrs S. with Mr S . I am going to lie-in of 

another child of the Shandaick procreaDon, in town 

— I hope you wish me a safe delivery 1 fear my 

fi-iend Mr F. will have left town before I get there 
— Adieu, dear Sir — I wish you every thing in this 
world which will do you good, for 1 am with un- 
feigned truth. 

Yours, 

L. Sterne. 

Make my compliments acceptable to the good and 
worthy Baron d'Holbach — Miss P., &c. &c. 



* 
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letter in^. 

From Ignatiat Sancho, to Mr Slcn 
Reverend Sir, 



^ 



[■,66.] 



It would be an insuJt on youi- liunisnity (or perhaps 
look like it) to apologize for the liberty I am taking 
—I am one of those people whom the vulgar and 
illiberal call negroes, — The first part of my life was 
rather unlucky, as I was placed in a family who 
judged ignorance the best and on!y security for obedi- 
ence. — A little reading and writing I got by un- 
wearied application. — The latter part of my life has 
been, thro' God's blessing, truly fortunate — having 
spent it in the service of one of the best and greatest 
families in the kingdom — my chief pleasure has been 
books — Philanthropy I adore — How very much, 
good Sir, am I (amongst millions) indebted to you 
for the character of your amiable Uncle Toby ! — I de- 
clare I would walk ten miles in the dog-days, to shake 
hands with the honest Corporal. — Your sermons have 
touch'd me to the heart, and I hope have amended it, 
which brings me to the point — In your tenth dis- 
course,* is this very affecting passage — "Consider 
how great a part of our species in all ages down to 
this — have been trod under the feet of cruel and cap- 
ricious tyrants, who would neither hear their cries, 
nor pity their distresses. — Consider slavery — what it 
is — how bitter a draught — and how many millions are 
made to drink of it." — Of all my favourite authors, 
not one has drawn a tear in favour of my miserable 
black brethren — excepting yourself, and the humane 
author of Sir Geo, Ellison. — I think you will for- 
give me } I am sure you will applaud me for beseeching 



you to give one half-hour's atceptioa to Elavery, aa 
It is this day practised in our West Indies, — That 
subject handled in your striking manner would ease 
the yoke (perhaps) of many — but if only of one — 
gracious God! what a feast to a benevolent heart! 
and sure I am, you are an epicurean in acts of charity. 
— You who are universally read, and aa universally 
admired — you could not fail. — Dear Sir, think in rae 
you behold the uplifted hands of thousands of my 
brother Moors. Grief (you pathetically observe) is 
eloquent : figure to yourself their attitudes ; hear their 
supplicating addresses ! — alas ! you cannot refuse. — 
Humanity must comply — in which hope I beg per- 
mission to subscribe myself, 

Reverend Sir, Stc, 
I. S. 



ttttn Ijcjtti. 

From Mr Sterne, lo Ignaliui Sancho, 

Coxwould, July 27, 1766. 
There is a strange coincidence, Sancho, in the little 
events (as well aa in the great ones) of this world : for 1 
I had been writing a tender tale of the sorrows of 
3 friendless poor negro-girl, and my eyes had scarce 
done smarting witli it, when your letter of recom- 
mendation, in behalf of so many of her brethren and 
sisters, came to me — but why ier brethren ? or yours, 
Sancho ! any more than mine ? It is by the finest 
tints, and moat inaensible gradations, that nature de- 
scends from the fairest face about St Jitmes'a, to the 
sootiest complexion in Africa: — at which tint of these 
la it, that the ties of blood are to cease? and how 



n a peosive mood at 

B which our brothers 

md could I case their 

, I declare I would 



maoy shades must we descend lower still in the scale, 
ere mercy is to vanish with them ? But 'tis no un- 
common thing, my good Sancho, for one half of the 
world to use the other half of it like brutes, and then 
endeavour to make 'em so. — 
look ivalivard (when I ; 
least) but I think of the burthcr 
and sisters are there carrying, ai 
shoulders from one ounce of then 
set out this hour upon a pilgrimage to Mecca for their 
sakes — which by the bye, Sancho, exceeds your walk 
of ten miles in about the same proportion that a visit 
of humanity should one of mere form.— However, if 
you meant my Uncle Toby, more he is your debtor. — 
If I can weave the tale f have wrote into the work I am 
about — 'tis at the service of the afflicted — and a much 
greater matter ; for in serious truth, it easts a sad shade 
upon the world, that bo great a part of it are, and have 
been so long bound in chains of darkness, and in chains 
of raiEery ; and I cannot but both respect and felicitate 
you, that by so much laudable diligence you have broke 
the one — and that by failing into the hands of so good 
and merciful a family, Providence has rescued you from 
the other. 

And so, good-hearted Sancho, adieu I and believe 
me I will not forget your letter. 

L. Sterne. 



t 



To Mr HT. 
Coxwould, December 20, 1766. 
Thanks, my deur W,, for your letter. — I am just prc- 
piiriog 10 come and greet you and many other friends 
in town — I have drained my ink-atanciiah to the bottom, 
and after I hare published, shidl set my face, not to- 
w.irds Jerusalem, but towards the Alps — I find I 
must once more fly from death whilst I have strength 
— I shall go to Naples, and sec whether the air of that 
place will not set this poor frame to rights — Aa to the 
project of getting a bear to lead, I think I have enough. 
to do to govern myself — and however profitable it 
might be (according to your opinion), I am sure it 
would be unpleasurabic — Few are the minutes of life, 
and I do not think that I have any to throw away on 

any one being, 1 shall spend nine or ten months in 

Italy, and call upon my wife and daughter in France 
at my return — so shall be back by the King's birth-day 
— what a project! — And now, my dear friend, 
going to York, not for the sake of society — 
walk by the side of the muddy Ousc, but to recruit 
myself of the most violent spitting of blood that eve 
mortal man experienced j because I had rather (ii 
case 'tis ordained so) die there, than in a post-chaise 01 
the road. — If the a[r]mour of my Uncle Toby do no 
please you, I am mistaken — and so with a drol! story I 
will finish this letter — A sensible friend of mine, with 
whom, not long ago, I spent some hours in convei 
tion, met an apothecary (an acquaintance of ours) — 
latter asked him how he did .' why, ill, very ill- 
have been with Sterne, who has given me such a dose 
of Aiiic tail that I am in a fever — Attic salt. Sir, 
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Atlic salt ! I have Glauber salt, — I have Epsom salt 
in my shop. Sec, — Oh ! I su]ipose 'tis some Frcncli 
salt — I wonder you would trust his report of the 
medicine, he cares not what iie takes liiniself — I fancy 
I see you smile — I long to be able to be in London, 
and embrace my frieods there — and shall enjoy myself 
a week or ten days at Paris with my friends, particu- 
larly the Baron d'Holbach, and the rest of the joyous 
sett — As to the females — no, I will not say a word 
about them— only I hate borrowed characters taken up 
(as a woman does her shift) for the purpose she intends 
to efFectuate. Adieu, adieu — I am yours whilst 

L. Sterne. 



} 



letter IprJiifj. 

To Mr Panchatid, at Par 



I P., 



LoDdon, February 13, 1767. 



I PAID yesterday (by Mr Becltet) a hundred guineas, 
or pounds, I forget which, to Mr Selwin — But you 
must remit to Mrs Sterne at Marseilles a. hundred 
louis before she leaves that place, which will be in less 
than three weeks. Have you got the ninth volume of 
Shandy ? * — 'tis liked the best of all here. — I am going 
to publish a Sentimental Journey through France and 
Italy — the undertaking ia protected and highly en- 
couraged by ail out noblesse — 'tis subscribed for, at a 
great rate — 'twill be an original — in large quarto — the 
subscription half a guinea — If you can procure me the 
honour of a few names of men of science, or fashion, I 
shall thank you — they will appear in good company, as 
* Alluding to ihe first editioo. 



Hh4 



all the Dobiltty here almost have honoured me with 
their names. — My kindest remembrance to Mr Foley 
— respects to Daion d'Holbach, anJ believe me ever 

(fcr youn, 
L. Sterne. 



tetter IpiJip. 
To Milt Sttme. 



Old Bond-street, February 23, 1767. 
And so, my Lydia ! thy motlicr and thyself are re- 
turning back again from Marseilles to the banks of the 
Sorgue — flnd there thou wilt sit and fish for trouts — 1 
envy you the sweet situation. — Petrarch's tomb I should 

like to pay a sentimental visit to the Fountain of 

Vaucluse, by thy description, must be delightful — I am 
also much pleased with the account you give me of the 
Abb6 de Sade — you find great comfort in such a neigh- 
bour — I am glad he is so good as to correct thy ti'ana- 
ladon of my Sermons — dear girl, go on, and make me 
H preaeot of thy work — but why not the House of 
Mourning \ 'tis one of the besL I long to receive the 
life of Petrarch, and hia Laura, by your Abbe ; but I 
am out of ai! patience with tlie answer the Marquis 
made the Abbe — 'twas truly coarse, and I wonder he 
bore it with any Christian patience — But to the subject 
oF your letter — I &a not wish to know who was the 
busy fool, who made your mother uneasy about Mrs 

; 'tis true I have a friendship for her, but not 

to infaiuation— I believe I have judgment enough to 
discern hers, and every woman's faults. I honour thy 
mother for her answer — " that ehe wished not to be 
infoinied, and begged him to drop the subject." — 
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Why do you say that your mother wanta money ? — 
whilst I hare a shilling, shall you not both ha^e nine- 
pence out of it ? — I think, if I have my enjoyments, I 
ought not to grudge you yours. — I shall not begin my 
Sentimental Journey till I get to Coxwould — I have 
laid a plan for something new, quite out of the beaten 
track. — I wish I had you with me — and I would 
introduce you to one of the moat amiable and gentlest 
of beings, whom I have just been with — not Mrs 

, but a Mrs J., the wife of as worthy a man as 

I ever met with — I esteem them both. He possesses 
every manly virtue — honour and bravery are his charac- 
teristics, which have distinguished him nobly in several 
instances — I shall make you better acquainted with his 
character, by sending Orme's History, with the books 
you desired — and it is well worth your reading; for 
Orme is an elegant writer, and a just one ; he pays no 

man a compliment at the expence of truth, — Mrs J 

is kind, — and friendly — of a sentimental turn of mind — 
and so sweet a disposition, that she is too good for the 
world she lives in — Just God! if all were like her, 
what a life would this be! — Heaven, my Lydia, for 
some wise purpose has created different beings — I wish 
my dear child knew her — thou art worthy of her 
friendship, and she already loves Chee j for I sometimes 
tell her what I fee! for ^ee.— This is a long letter — 
write soon, and never let your letters be studied ones — 
write naturally, and then you will write well, — I hope 
your mother has got quite well of her ague — I have 
sent her some of Huxham's tincture of the Bark. — I 
will order you a guittar, since the other is broke. Be- 
heve me, my Lydia, that I am yours affectionately, 
L. Stekne. 
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letter Itpp. 
To Mr Pamhaud, at Parii. 
Dm Sn,, ^O'i'". Febmyy ^^, 1767. 

Mr daughter begs a present of me, and you must know 
I can deny her nothing — It must be strung with cat- 
gut, and of five cords — tk hiama in IlaRaao la chilera di 
c'mquc cordc — she cannot get such a thing at Marseilles 
— at Paris one may hare every thing — Will you be so 
good to niy girl as to make her happy in this affair, 
by getting some musical body to buy one, and send it 
her to Avignon directed to Monsieur Teste i — I wrote 
last week to desire you would remit Mrs S, a hundred 
louia — 'twill be all, except the guittar, I shall owe you 
— send me your account, and I will pay Mr Selwin — 
direct to me at Mr Becket's — all kind respects to my 
friend Mr F. and your aiater. 

Yours cordially, 

L. Sterne. 



Eliza will receive my books with this. The i 

came all hot from t)ie heart ; I wish that I could give 

them any title to be offered to yours. — The others 

* This and (he nine following; Letters have no dates [a them, 
but were evidenl1]>' written in the montlis of March and April 
1767, They arc iherEfore here placed together. 

t The Edilor of the flrst pubficalion of Mr Sterne's Letters to 
Eliza gives the following account of this lady: "Mrs Elizabeth 
Dra.per, wife of Daniel Draper, Esq.. counsellor at Bombay, 
and at present [i.t., in 1775) chief of the factory at Surat, a 
EEnlleman very much respected in thai quarter of the globe. — 
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came from the head — I am more indifferent about tiieir 
reception. 

I know not how it cornea about, but I am half in 
' Jove with you — I ought to be wholly ao ; for I never 
valued (or saw more good qualities to value) or thought 
more of one of your sex tlian of you ; so adieu. 

Yours feithfiilty, 

If not aifectionately, 

L. Steene. 



She is bf birth an East Indian ; but the drcumstance of being 
bom in the country, no! proving suHicieni ID defend her 
delicate Traine ngainst the beats of tiiat burning climate, she 
came to England for the reoovny of her health, when hy 
accident she beeams acjjualnted wilh Mr Slerae. He immedi- 
Rlely discovered in her a mind so congenial with his own, so 
enligblened, so refined, and so lender, that their mutual attmction 
presently joined Ihcm in the closest union that purity could 
possibly admit of: be loved ber as his friend, and prided hi her 
as his pupil ; all her concerns became presently his ; her health, 
her circumstances, her reputation, her children, were bis ; his 
fortune, bis time, his country, were at her disposal, so far as the 
sacrifice of all or any of these might, in his opinion, conlrlbuie 
to her real happiness. II it is asked, whether ihe glawing heal 
of Mr Sterne's affection never transported him to a llighl beyond 
the limits of pure Platonism, the publisher will not cake upon 
him absolutely to deny it ; but this he Ihinks, so lar from Icav' 
ing any stain upon that g;entleman's memory, that [l perhaps 
includes his fairest encomium: since to cherish ihc seeds of pietf 
and chastity in a heart which the passions are interested to cor- 
rupl, must be allowed to be Ihe noblest effort of a soul fraught 
and fortified with llie juslest sentiments of religion and vinue." 
After reading these letters, the curiosity of the public will be 
nattirally excited to enquire concerning Ibe fate of the lady (0 
whom Uiey were addressed. To this question it will be suffi- 
cient to answer, that she lialh been dead some years, and (hat 
it miglit give pain to many worthy persons if the circumstances 
which attended Ihe latter part of her life were disclosed, as Ihcy 
are generally said to have refiecled no credit either on her 
prudence or discretion. 



tetter I;);i;ii. 

To the sami. 

I ciNNOT rest, EUza, though I shall call on you at half- 
paat twelve, till I know how you do — May thy dear 
face smile, aa thou risest, like the sun of this morning, 
I was much grieved to hear of your alarming indisposi- 
tion yesterday ; and disappointed too, at not being let 
in. — Remember, my dear, that a friend has the aatne 
riyht as a physician. The etiquettes of this town 
(you'll say) say otherwise. — No matter! Delicacy 
and propriety do not always consist in observing their 
frigid doctiines. 

_ I am going out to breakfast, but shall be at my 
lodgings by eleven ; when I hope to read a single line 
under thy own hand, that thou art better, and wilt be 
glad to see thy Bramin. 



'clock. 



tetter Ipjjtil. 

Tq the lame. 



I GOT thy letter last night, Eliza, on my return from 
Lord Bathurst's, where I dined, and wheie I was heard 
(as I talked of thee an hour without intermission) 
with so much pleasure and attention, that the good 
old Lord toasted your health three different times; 
and now he is in his eighty-fifth year, says he hopes 
to live long enough to be introduced as a friend to my 
fair Indian disciple, and to see her eclipse all other 
nabobesses as much in wealth, as she docs already in 
exterior and (what is far better) in interior merit I 






w 
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hope ao too. This nobleman is an old friend of mine. 
— Vou know he was always the protector of men of 
wit and genius ; and has had tliose of the Jast century, 
Addison, Steele, Pope, Swift, Prior, &c. &c., always 
at his table.— The manner in which his notice began 
of me, was aa singular as it was polite. — He came up 
to me, one day, aa I was at the Princess of Wales's 
court. " I want to know you, Mr Sterne ; but it 
is fit you should know, also, who it is that wishes 
this pleasure. You have heard, continued he, of an 
old Lord Bathurst, of whom your Popes and Swifts 
have sung and spoken ao much ! I have lived my life 
with geniuses of that cast ; but have survived them ; and, 
despairing ever to find their equals, it is some years 
since I have closed my accounts, and shut up my 
books, with thoughts of never opening them again j 
but you have kindled a desire in me of opening them 
once more before I die ; which I now do i so go 
home and dine with me," — This nobleman, I say, is 
a prodigy ; for at eighty-five he has all the wit and 
promptness of a man of thirty. A disposition to be 
pleased, and a power to please others beyond what- 
ever I knew : added to which, a man of learning, 
courtesy, and feeling. 

He heard me ta!k of thee, Eliza, with uncommon 
satisfaction j — for there was only a third person, and 
of sensibility, with us. — And a most sentimental after- 
noon, till nine o'clock, have we passed 1 But thou, 
Eliza, wert the star that conducted and enliven'd the 
discourse. — And when I tilked not of thee, still didst 
thou fill my mind, and warmed every thought I uttered, 
for I am not ashamed to acknowledge I greatly miss 
thee. — Best of all good girls I the suiferings I have 
sustained the whole night on account of thine, Eliza, 
are beyond my power of words. — Assuredly does 
Heaven give strength proportioned to the weight he 
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lays upon im! Thou hast been bowed dawn, my 

child, with every burden that sorrow of heart, and 
pain of body, could inllict upon a poor being ; aad 
Btil! thou tellest me, thou art beginniag to get ease; — 
thy fever gone, thy GicknesB, ihe pain its thy side 

vanishing also May every evil so vanish thiit thwarts 

Eiiza's happiness, or but awakens thy fears for a 
moment! — Fear nothing, my dear! — Hope every 
tiling; and the balm of this passion will abed its in- 
fluence on thy health, and make thee enjoy a spring of 
youth and cheerfulness, raore than thou hast hardly yet 

And so thou hast fixed thy Bramio's portrait over 
thy wiiting-desk. ; and wilt consult it in all doubts and 

difficuldes, Grateful and good girl ! Yorick smiles 

contentedly over all thou dost ; his picture does doc do 
jusdce to his own complacency. 

Thy sweet litde plao and distribution of thy dme — 
how worthy of thee ! Indeed, Eliza, thou leavcst me 
nothing to direct thee in ; thou leavest me nothing to 
require, nothing to aak — but a coniinuation of that 
conduct which won my esteem, and has made me thy 
friend for ever. 

May die roaes come quick back to thy cheeks, and 
the rubies to thy lips ! But trust my declaration, Eliza, 
that thy husband (if he is the ^ood, feeling man I wish 
him) will press thee to him with more honest warmth 
and affection, and kisa thy pale, poor dejected face, 
with more transport, than he would be able to do, in 
the best bloom of all thy beauty ; — and so he ouglit, 
or I pity him. He must have strange feelings, it he 
knows not the value of such a creature as thou art ! 

I am glad Miss Light * goes with you. She may 



r 



relieve you from muDy anxious moments. — I am glad 
your ship-mates are friendly beings. You couid least 
dispense with what is contrary to your own nature, 
which is soft and gentle, Eliza. — It would civilize 
thou should St be tainted 
thou make apologies for 
ioua to me, for the very 
to me, my child, only 
irelessoess of a heart 
ery how, to a man 
Such, Eliza, I write 
with thee, most art- 
tcly, if Providence pcrmittid thy 
of the globe : — for I am, 



thy last letl 
reasoD you excuae it. write t 
such. Let them speak the easy 
that opens itself, any how, and 
you ought to esteem and trust, 
to thee,— and so I should ever 1. 
Icsaly, most aife 



ail that honour and afTection can make 



( Br AM IN. 



tetter I):j:j:iii. 

To thi saml. 

I WRITE this, Eliza, at Mc James's, whilst he is dress- 
ing, and the dear girl, his wife, is writing, beside me, 
to thee. — I got your melancholy billet before we sat 
down to dinner. 'Tis melancholy indeed, my dear, to 
bear so piteous an account of thy sickness ! Thou art 
encountered with evils enow, without that additional 
weight I I fear it will sink thy poor soul, and body 
with it, past recovery — Heaven supply thee with forti- 
tude I We have talked of nothing but thee, Eliza, 
and of thy sweet virtues, and endearing conduct, all 
the afternoon. Mrs James, and thy Bramin, have 
mixed their tears a hundred times, in speaking of thy 
hardships, thy goodness, thy graces. — The •••"'s by 
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heaveni, are worthless ! I have heard enough i 
tremble at the articdation of the name. — How could 
you, Eiiza, leave them (or suffer them to leave you 
rather] with impreiaious the least favourable? I have 
told thee eaough to plaot disguat agaidst their treachery 
to thee, to the last hour of ihy life ! Yet Btil! thou 
toldest Mrs James at last, that thou believest they 
affectionately love thee. — Her delicacy to ray Eliza, 
and true regard to her ease of mind, have saved thee 
from hearing more glaring proofs of their baseness — 
For God's sake, write not to thera ; nor foul thy feir 
character with such polluted hearts — Tirj love thee! 
What proof? Is it their actions that say so ? or their 
zeal for those attachments, which do thee honour, and 
make thee happy ? or their tenderness for thy fame ? 
No — But they ivcfp and say Irndcr things. — Adieu to 
all such for ever. Mrs James's lionest heart revolts 
against the idea of ever returning them one visit. — I 
honour her, and I honour thee, for almost every act of 
thy life, but this blind partiality for an unworthy being. 
Forgive my zeal, dear girl, and allow me a right 
which arises only out of that fund of affection I have, 
and shall preserve for thee to the hour of my death ! 
Reflect, Eliza, what are my modves for perpetually 
advising thee ? think whether I can have any, but 
what proceed from the cause I have mentionnl ! I 
think you are a very deserving woman ; and that you 
want nothing but firmness and a better opinion of your- 
self to be the best female character I know. I wish I 
could inspire you with a share of that vanity your 
enemies lay to your charge (though to me it has never 
been visible) ; because I think, in a well-turned mind. 



it will produce good effects. 
I probably shall n 



t be convinced I love j 



; with plea 
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interest myself in your rectitude, that I had rather hear 
of any evil befalling you, than your waut of ri 
for yourself, I had not power to keep thia 
airance in my breast. — It's now out i so 
Heaven watch over my 



Thine 



YORICK. 



letter Ifn^ 
To ihe lame. 

To whom should Eliza apply in her distress, but to 
her friend who lovea her ? why then, my dear, do 
you apologize for employing me,' Yorick would be 
offended, and with reason, if you ever sent commissions 
to another, which he could execute. I have been 
with Zumps i and your piano forte must be tuned from 
the brass middle string of your guittar, which is C. — 
I have got you a hammer too, and a pair of plyers to 
twiat your wire with ; and may every one of them, my 
dear, vibrate aweet comfort to my hgpes ! I have 
bought you ten handsome brass screws, to hang your 
neceasariea upon : I purchased twelve j but stole a 
couple from you to put up in my own cabin, at Cox- 
would — I shall never hang, or take ray hat off one of 
them, but I shal! think of you. I have bought thee, 
moreover, a couple of iron screws, which are more to 
be depended on than brass, for the globes. 

I have written, also, to Mr Abraham Walker, pilot 
at Deal, that I had dispiatched these in a packet, directed 
to his care ; which I desired he would seek after, the 
moment the Deal machine arrived, I have, moreover, 
given him directions, what sort of an arm-chair you 
woidd want, and have directed him to purchase the 
best that Deal could afford, and take it, with the parcel, 
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o ihe 6»t boat that went oF. Would I could, Eliza, ' 
so supply all thy wants, and all thy wishes ! It would 
be 3 etate of happiness to me. — Tlie journal is as it 
should be — all but its contents. Poor, dear, jatieot 
being ! I do more than pity you ; for I think I lose 
both firmness and philosophy, as I figure to myself 
your distresses. Do not think I spoke last night with 
too much asperity of •••• ; there was cause ; and be- 
eidea, a good heart ought not to love a bad one ; and, 
indeed, cannot. Bui, adieu to the ungrateful subject. 

I have been this morning to see Mrs James — She 
loves thee tenderly, and unfeignedly. — She is alarmed 
for thee — She says thou looked'at most ill and melan- 
choly OD going away. She pities tiiee. I shall visit 
her every Sunday, while 1 am in town. As this may 
be my last letter, I earnestly bid thee farewell. — May 
the God of Kindness be kind to thee, and approve 
himself thy protector, now thou art defenceless ! And, 
for thy daily comfort, bear in thy mind this truth, that 
whatever measure of sorrow and distress is thy portion, 
it will be repaid to thee in a full measure of happiness, by 
the Being thou hast wisely chosen for thy eternal friend. 

Farewell, farewell, Eliza I whilst I live, count upon 
me as the most warm and disinterested of earthly 
frienda. 
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